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Track One/Intro 


1 


1997 saw tremendous change here at Punk Planet. As I wrote in the intro 
last issue, PP has finally moved into a room of its own in my apartment. It’s 
•a small 7x8’ room that’s filled to the gills with stuff, but it’s a place for the 
zine to call home. 

But that isn’t the only change that’s occurred here this year. 1997 saw a 
renewed focus on the writers of PP, with attention given to getting the best pos¬ 
sible writing in every issue. It took a lot of work, but I’ve been more than 
pleased with the results. All our writers, both new and old get a public pat on 
the back from me. More than anyone, you all have made PP what it is today. 

Additionally, 1997 saw a dramatic increase in the quality of the design of PP, 
thanks to the hard work of myself & Josh Hooten (and designer Debwood for 
the last couple issues). Josh & I, along with the Promise Ring’s Jason 
Gnewikow have decided to set out on our own and start a design collective. 

As you can see from the Planeteers listing, all design is now credited to The 
Collection Agency. That’s us. We want to work for you. Give a call at the PP 
number for now (we haven’t gotten phones & shit sorted out yet for The 
Agency), and we’ll talk (what good is an intro if you can’t use it for some self 
promotion, eh?). 

As much change as 1997 saw, 1998 promises even more. Starting next 
issue, PP will be moving to a full-color cover (on heavier stock—no fucking 
gloss), an even higher page count, and we’re gonna be coming out more fre¬ 
quently (no, not monthly). What does this mean for you? Just more of what 
you like at (hopefully) no additional cost. Why? Because we love you. 

This issue of Punk Planet is our largest issue ever, and is packed with excel¬ 
lent shit to read, so I’m just gonna stop writing right now. As always, we 
hope you enjoy this issue. If you don’t, we urge you to make your own zine. 
In fact, you should be making your own zine anyway! 


See you in ‘98 





















ethel meserve 

the milton abandonment 




.karate 


Southern Records 


Tree Records 


RAINER MARIA 

“Past Worn Searching” 
LP/CD [PRC-016] 


ETHEL MESERVE 

“The Milton Abandonment” 
LP/CD [TRR-14] 


LP/CD [18546] 


Ul 

‘Sidelong’ 

CD/LP 

[18535] 


BRAID 

“First Day 
Back” 7” 
[PRC-017] 


HAELAH 


KARATE 

”ln Place of 
Real Insight’ 
CD/LP 
[18543] 


KEROSENE 

454 

’’Race” CD 

[PRC-014] 


CERBERUS 
SHOAL 
“Farewell To 
Hightide” 
CD [TRR-03] 


Additionally Available: 

. SORTS 7” 

. KARATE “s/t” CD/LP 
. REX “C” CD 
. HIM “Chill & Peel” 12 


Additionally Available: 

. BRAID/GET UP KIDS 7 
. ETHEL MESERVE 7” 

. URBAN LEGENDS 7” 

. SEPTEMBER 10” 


Additionally Available: 

. BRAID/CORM split 7” 

. RADIO FLYER CD/LP 
. ATIVIN “Pills...” CDep 
. RAINER MARIA “s/t” CDep 


Southern Records 

Post Box 25529/Chicago, IL 60625 

www.southern.com/southern 

info@southern.com 


Polyvinyl Record Co. 

Post Box 1885/Danville, IL 61834 

www.soltec.net/~polyvin 

polyvin@prairienet.org 


Tree Records 
Post Box 578582 
Chicago, IL 60657 
treerecords@hotmail.com 


Now Also Available: DIVOT RECORDS I Post Box 14061/Chicago, IL 60614-0061 


BRAID 

Frankie... 

CD/2xLP 

[DVT02] 


LUSTRE KING 
“Money Shot” 
LP 

[DVT08] 


[DVT07] 


Coming Soon from Divot: SWEEP THE LEG JOHNNY LP/CD • BRASS KNUCKLES FOR TOUGH GUYS CD/CD-ROM 


Tree, Southern, Divot, and Polyvinyl are just 4 of the labels distributed by SOUTHERN RECORDS DISTRIBUTION. Kids-write the 
labels or send a stamp to Southern Records Mailorder for a free catalog. Stores-call Southern at 773-463-3796 to go direct! 
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liott Smith 

livision Day/ No Name #6" r 

sC t 7th as o to-release with lip Records: 


TRACK STAR 7 

also available: f'ff 

4i 76H-HCU0 

ii'ri Swimmina 11 7 

sooim* Scenic Vermont 

Epilogue Fits" 7" 

5oo3 modest Mouse 

fe al»ct|^ounds n 7" 
soot me Scenic Vermont 
"Worse Further South" 12"e.p. 

W 

Distributed by Revolver, K, Bottiewd, Nail, Surefire, 
Paras^Mrot Top 
In Cancifi^Scratch Dist. 


Box 434 

4505 University Way HE 
Seattle WA, 98105 
Fax: 206.467.4968 


thegetupkids 


coalesce 


split seven inch available for $3 50 
money order payable to dan askew 


also available. 




unionsuit accidents happened 7,grade.p, c P e r safe 
lr»/cd krakatoa "clouds Durned by sunshine / , coalesce a sare 
olace" 7 cvcle "roller coaster" cd, v/a a document of nothing 

cd 7 " $3 *>0,lp $8, cd $9 soon grade separate the magnets 10/cd. 


« SF01M1 • WAT LIRE • RECORD! NGS P.a BOX 11543 KANSAS CITY, MO B4138*DlSTRIfiUTH) BY LUMBERJACK 



Evel: Lucky Man CD 

loud guitars, catchy melodies, and a beat to keep you moving, eleven rock 'n roll songs 
in the vein of clutch but with the intensity of blue tip and fireside. 


Picture Formosa: s/t twelve inch 

if people from hum got together with people from the mehrins to play a dance, this 
would be the recording, limited edition of 300 on blue vinyl. 


also available: seven inches by the metroschifter, celishine, evel 6 olive 
cds are $8/$9/$10. twelve inches are $B/$7/$9. seven inches are $3/$4/$5. make money orders or checks payable to joe heres 


FORESIGht RECORDS p.O. BOXf 6£0 MADISON, Wl £2701 

EMA-IL: rORESiGkrl@kOT MAJt 1 COM 


send a stam p for a complete mailorder catalog with lots of records, cds, and t-shirts 




























A Study in Mumpishness CD 

Fun, surfabilly punk from Hawaii 



There's Hope in No Tomorrow CD 

Emo-pop from Riverview, Florida 


$9 ppd. each in the U.S. 
$ 12 ppd. each elsewhere 

Buy both for $16 ppd. (U.S.) 
$22 for both outside the U.S. 


Still available: 

THE INVALIDS "Wiseguys" CD 
GRAPEFRUIT"Dorkabilly..." CD 
and more. 

Send a stamp or two IRCS for a 
full catalog of CDs, zines, records, etc. 


NOTE: Apologies to mailorder 
customers if you've had to wait for 
orders. I'm working to correct this, but 
please allow up to six weeks for orders 
while I fend off the antogonistic 
forces in my life. Thanks sincerely. 

-Bob 


STORES AND DISTROS: 
Get Second Guess stuff direct from 
1000 Flowers, Rhetoric, Revolver, 
Skull Duggery, 1000 Leafs (in Canada) 
and others. 


Second 


Records 


PO Box 9382 - Reno - NV - 89507 

Fax: 702.329 7033 - E-mail: bobc@scs.unr.edu 






1 OOwattclocb I? 


(tin 


rbomb 


cronies 


lp $7 

10 " $6 

outside u.s add $2 




order payable 

cbris bodge. 

young licartattacle 1307 w 49tli si austin tx 7875t 


send well concealed cash or money 

























Blind Pigs “Sao Paulo Chaos” 
Fast, humorous, and hard to the core. 
Brazil's Blind Pigs play mean, melodic 
' fio guitar-punk that 
kicks ass! 14 
songs in 26 min¬ 
utes go by like a 
swift kick to the 
g groin, in English 
and Portuguese. 
Includes the 
anti-fascist tune 
"No Pistols Reunion" (60009-2) 



1 

.. 

The Pleasure Fucfeers 
“For Your Pleasure” 

These Fuckers from pill® 

Spain are just off I 
their whirlwind na-1 
tional tour withE 
Nashville Pussy; 

Raunchy Garage-] 

Punk with infec¬ 
tious melodies, per-1 
feetforgroupsex.In La sure 

English & Spanish! (60003-2) 



Negu Gorriafe (Red Winter) 
Ideia Zabaldu” 

The Basque 


Todos Tus Muertos ( All Your Dead ) 

“Dale Aborigen+” 

An Enhanced CD (l disc with a full-length Country’s most 
album and a completely interactive CD- potent exporters 
I ROM) of Hardcore of revolution, 
Rasta-Mosh from ra ii against fas- 
Argentina's answer cists like Oliver 
1 to The Bad Brains. North & John 
in Spanish Raging, Wayne, and hail 
J Rapping Punk Rock self-determina- 
furiosity that leaps t ion. human 
] political, techno & rights and respect. 
I language barriers. 

( 60006 - 2 ) Hi catalog, po Box 1 216 NY, NY 10156 
E-Mail: info@grita.com web: http://www.grita.com 
Get off on the Grita! Hotline: 1-212-69-69-379 




A*£ET loo* OF PUMK 
ft* P Pits YJoftl* 

Total imp o. a%owt 

Yoi/ To:UmTTINCToM 

f.O. fc©x 

^CLSTVitLC.Mt 3(0705 
U* S.* 


music for non-mainstreamers: 

READ 



Issue 152 contains the following musical enemsbles: 

The Vandals, Blunt, Anti Rag, Hanson Brothers, Body Jar, 
Gob, Reset, and more!!! For only one buck (you Ml) 


Get in loud 1H Wells! 

P06M, ISCattebn Sl.lbfonlo, Ont Canada, M5A2K0 

CWPWaitWl 

Email:caustic@i[iterlog.cof!i 

wtrfcutairaeiiiaioion(Ssk.Ai50. slffeste get in lacli w9i ys. 



3-song, 7” single 


3$ cash ppd 
to 


leather/western records 

p.o.boN 11980 
Chicago, il. 

_ 60611 _ 











( ) ne-inch 
—BUTTONS 


From YOUR art! 



-just send B&W art. I print Black on White unless 
specified otherwise. Color paper if free of charge. 
I can do color ink, it's extra so call me! 

-send check or MO (or cash at own risk) to Busy Beaver 


-send your address 



PO BOX 411344 
Son Francisco, CA 94141 


Call or write for official /yfirj 7QQ QOQC 
price list or questions (t / J/ /07 OZOJ 


BLUE MEANIES 




The PARASITES join the roster of 
bands on CLEARVIEW RECORDS who 
have nothing better to do than 
cover entire RAMONES albums with 
the release of "IT'S ALIVE" 
(Japanese Novelty Version). 

The cost will be TEN DOLLARS, 
with a limit of two copies 
per nerd purchase. NO CHECKS! 

I Money orders toi DAN COFER. 



Send a stamp for our ALL NEW 
catalogue of musical delights! 


Visit our insanely huge websitei 

httpi//wwv.jps.net/fallout/parasites.htm 

e-mail i davejaarasitev^bigfoot.com 



My Pal Trigger - "The Riverview Mentality" 7" 

"Super cool kids with a promising future. Get 
this record." - Muddle # 9 


Discount - "All Too Often" 7" 

"Discount are easily one of the most exciting 
bands to emerge in 1996" Spank *18 


Everready- "All Time Low" 7" 

"If you haven't already checked out 
Everready by now, then it's high time, my 
friends" PP * 15 


Gob/Another Joe 


Also Available: The Rockstar Comp 
Rockstar Records compilation featuring 
Discount, My Pal Trigger, Gob, & more! 


OUT SOON: Bigwig cd-ep 


"Ass Seen on TV" 
Split CD & LP 

These crazy canuks finally made it across the bor¬ 
der bringing 9 songs each on the CD and 11 each 
on the vinyl. They only brought a limited suppy 
(hint hint) of the vinyl, so snag one while you can! 

This release is licensed from. 
Landspeed 386-1027 Davie St. 
Voncouvei, BC / Canada V6E 4L2 


7" $3.50 ppd. $5 ppd world 

LP/Comp $7 ppd. $9 ppd world 
CD $9 ppd. $11 ppd world 
all releases come with a sticker 


RECORD/ 

P.g. BQX 7756 • CLEARWATER • FL 5*1618 

Geeks: midy@ix.netcom.com • http://www.webtrax.com/mightyidy 

These records are also avaiable through these fine distros: 1000 Flowers • Rhetoric * Lumberjack Choke * Rotz * Blindspot and others 



















































Lawrence Lillyliver, 


I’ve been reading your drivel over the last 
few issues of Punk Planet , and it really makes 
me wonder what, if any, connection you have 
left to this little subculture (other than the 
obvious one: you’re making money off of it). 
When you aren’t back stabbing the people who 
helped make you the graven punk image you 
are today, you’re pissing on the same young 
and less-informed kids who make up your tar- 
get-audience. Your latest column (PP #20), 
though succeeding in proving that you’re old, 
is full of gross generalizations and broad dis¬ 
missals, many of which are aimed at the “punk 
community” you seem convinced doesn’t exist 
(though you still conveniently lump us all 
together ideologicaly). 

Perhaps your tenure as an ultra-capitalist 
has caused you to forget, but the term “indi¬ 
vidualism” is not synonymous with “alien¬ 
ation,” “irresponsibility,” or “selfishness.” 

Sure, when Rush Limbaugh talks about 
“rugged individualism” this is exactly what he 
means, but being concerned with personal 
values and ideals does not make you a hermit 
or an egomaniac. It does not mean you ignore 
or disrespect the values and rights of others in 
a quest for your own best interest. Anyone 
who understands the basic philosophy of 
anarchism would know that it is most inter¬ 
ested in creating a system without government 
where people can co-exist in an autonomous, 
respectful, and responsible manner. You can 
take your “anarchy=chaos” shit back to 
Reaganomics 101. If you look at the way 
nature and other autonomous systems orga¬ 
nize themselves (I won’t get into all those 
details here), you’ll see how spontaneous order 
can be created from disorder. 

It was defiant individuals, not middle-of- 
the-road conservatives, who created most of 
the positive change you saw in your life. 
Whether you like it or not, humanity does not 
need leadership to experience collective action. 
We do not need authority to feel 
(comm) unity. Why am I even making these 
arguments to someone who’s been into punk 
for so long? Is it that maybe you’ve chosen to 
focus on a few facets of anarchopunk that you 


disagree with or find negative, and have there¬ 
by dismissed an entire school of thought that 
is essential to being a punk? 

You claim anarchists (i.e. punks) want 
everyone to be like them (“my way or the 
highway” were your words). There are some 
who do, that’s true, but to say that their meth¬ 
ods are the same as ultra- rightists is stupid. 

The majority of anarchopunks reject the use of 
force/violence, the essential tool of any right- 
wing state. Of course, anyone presenting a 
political point of view will use sloganeering 
and propaganda to some extent, and I doubt 
you will find an exception to that, especially in 
your little cartoon world. 

Perhaps huddled in your office, surround¬ 
ed by merchandise, invoices, and cash flow, 
you forget what punk means to the kids (and 
adults) who make up its core. I’m talking 
about the people who will be there after the 
weekend revolutionaries, the trendy wankers, 
the wanna-be rockstars, and their ilk have gone 
back into the woodwork. The core of 
punk/HC is in the sharing of a communal 
bond within the context of mainstream society 
- a group of people in solid opposition to the 
degradations they endure each day in the name 
of “progress.” These people are individuals, 
and yet they act and think communally as 
well. Zines, bands, letters, benefit shows, 
demonstrations, local action groups, national 
activism... I’ve participated as an individual on 
all of these levels in the punk community (and 
I’m a far cry from being a scenester). Your 
descriptions of punk sound like they came 
from watching mid-80s teenager flicks. 
Smashing bottles? Shoplifting? Playing loud 
music? Not voting? Do you think that’s all 
punks have accomplished in the name of their 
beliefs? Maybe the bands on Lookout... 

Although at times it might make me cringe 
and/or blush (often because of people like you 
describe - I know they exist), I still call myself a 
punk. I also believe firmly in the ideal of indi¬ 
viduality (autonomy). It’s nice you know about 
history and philosophy, but maybe you should 
try to search out new points of view rather than 
trying to justify your own all the time by read¬ 
ing and thinking with such a bias. Just because 
I consider myself a punk doesn’t mean I con¬ 
demn all modes of thought that fall outside the 
“anarchist/leftist” framework (or accept all 
therein). It also doesn’t make me run to the 
middle of the road lest I face any opposition 
for having strong opinions. Sharing my views 









about how people could exist without authori¬ 
ty (and still balance individuality/community) 
doesn’t make me a fascist. 

On the other hand, your opinions are 
presented in a very close-minded and conde¬ 
scending manner. Instead of taking the 
“good old Ben Franklin” approach and out¬ 
lining a set of concrete rules by which every¬ 
one should live his/her life (read his autobi¬ 
ography and tell me that guy wasn’t a ego¬ 
maniac!), you’ve outlined a few rules as to 
what you shouldn’t be: anarchopunk. Well, 
Larry, I guess I’m saying fuck your defini¬ 
tion of punk, anarchism, and individualism. 
Even when you have good points (I won’t 
deny stealing sucks, etc.) , you spike them 
with venom aimed at anyone who dares defy 
your self-righteous definition of punk 
and/or anarchy. I hope your jaded, assimilat¬ 
ed point of view doesn’t smudge off onto 
any of the kids reading PP who might still 
have a shot at turning punk into something 
meaningful, rather than just turning a prof¬ 
it. A band on your label once sang about a 
metaphorical list for those who lost the spir¬ 
it of punk... I think it’s time you signed 
your name. 

Respect, Peace, and Revolution, 

J. Walker 

Ocean View,NJ 

jewalker@mail.slc.edu 

Dear J. Walker, 

Nice try, but in the immortal words of 
Connie Marvel in Pink Flamingos, you just 
don't know enough. 

If you’d been even semi-assiduously read¬ 
ing my drivel of late, you’d know that I’m not 
making any money from your or anyone else’s 
“little subculture. ” I left Lookout Records and 
the entire punk rock music scene when it 
ceased to say anything to me about my life. 
Ditto for your brand of quasi-rebellion, much 
of which was never more than recycled 60s 
bollocks to begin with. 

I understand your pain, having thrown 
myself wholeheartedly into at least half a 
dozen sub and counter cultures over the 
course of my life, each one promising a sense 
of meaning or renewal or identity or some¬ 
thing, and I wept, as you do, to see each of 
them in turn swept under the uncaring and all- 
encompassing carpet of history. 


My saving grace thus far has been the 
ability to see, though not as presciently as I 
would have liked, when the end was near and 
it was time to move on. I write what I do 
because I’m sure that Punk Planet's many 
bright and impassioned readers are no more 
anxious than I am to wallow in the past. 

I don’t dismiss the value of “zines, 
bands, letters, benefit shows, demonstra¬ 
tions, local action groups, national ctivism...” 
Obviously, since I’ve been involved in all of 
those things myself over something like the 
past 30 years. And I’ve also observed that 
despite all those years of effort, many of the 
problems those tactics were meant to 
address are noticeably worse. 

I’m not suggesting anyone give up polit¬ 
ical or social activism, merely that people 
need to think in much broader terms if they 
want to accomplish more than some smug 
sense of self-satisfaction, i.e., “I went to 
the demo and I handed out leaflets and I 
squatted a building, so it’s not my fault if 
there’s still poverty and racism and home¬ 
lessness and crime, it’s all because of 
those darn corporations and society and the 
government, etc...” 

This is what I was talking about when I 
decried excess individualism. I wasn’t sug¬ 
gesting that everyone return to being worker 
bees in the corporate hive, merely that their 
needs to be a more appropriate balance 
between individual desires and collective 
responsibility. Individuality is a great thing. So 
is chocolate ice cream (rice dream for vegans, 
if you must). But just as a gallon of ice cream 
every day would become more a problem than 
a pleasure, defining existence only in terms of 
your own idiosyncratic perspective makes for 
a society at constant war with itself. 

You concede (a bit dismissively, it seems) 
“It’s nice you know about history and philoso¬ 
phy,” and in the same breath say I should 
“search out new points of view. ’’ But where? If 
I shouldn’t seek out new points of view in the 
body of knowledge that humankind has sys¬ 
tematically accumulated over the past 5000 
years or so, where should I seek them? From 
historical and philosophical illiterates? I spend 
the great majority of my time searching out 
new points of view. I read constantly, I travel 
as much as I possibly can, I converse with 


people that most punk rockers would con¬ 
temptuously dismiss as “lame” or “posers” or 
“capitalists” or “pigs.” I compare what I see 
and hear with the experience of a fairly long 
and varied lifetime. 

And I reflect upon it all, and I constantly 
adjust my viewpoint accordingly. This is what 
I would like to think sets me apart from the 
time-warp punks and hippies (and anarchists 
and communists and radicals) who, once 
having sunk their ideological teeth into 
something resembling a point of view, are not 
about to let it go. This pit bull mentality is 
precisely what I refer to when I say there’s lit¬ 
tle substantive difference between leftists 
and rightists, punks and yuppies, anarchists 
and free market libertarians. There’s no 
merit in being unwilling or unable to change 
or evolve in one’s thinking. A rock can do 
that, and with a good deal more stateliness 
and grace. 

Any serious analysis of anarchism or com¬ 
munism or, for that matter, democracy, shows 
that none of those systems stands a chance 
without an educated and enlightened popu¬ 
lace which enjoys at least a degree of materi¬ 
al security. In case you haven’t taken a walk 
out in the real world lately, that ain’t exactly 
what we have to work with. 

Our goals are probably not that different. 
What I’m arguing is that there is no conceiv¬ 
able way to get from here to there following 
even the most intelligent brand of punk rock 
anarchism, and I think sooner or later you’re 
going to have to admit that intelligent punk 
anarchists, while they exist (surely you’re one 
of them), are in a distinct minority. 

I don’t think you need fear Punk Planet 
readers will be “contaminated” by my ideas. I 
think about them, I present them as well as I 
can, and no doubt the readers will be able to 
pick through them and choose for themselves 
what has merit. If they can’t, how on earth 
are they ever going to be able to govern them¬ 
selves in the anarchist paradise you envision? 
And if they, largely white, middle class youth 
who’ve enjoyed better than average educa¬ 
tions are incapable of distinguishing good 
thinking from ideological tripe, what about 
the 40% of Americans who are functionally 
illiterate? And the half or more of the devel¬ 
oping world that teeters on the brink of star- 


Punk Planet 






vation? It’ll take a little more than Info-Shops 
and Food Not Bombs to deal with problems 
on that scale. 

Nice try; J. Walker, and I commend you on 
setting yourself apart from the majority of 
your fellow activists by having a reasonable 
command of the English language, but I sug¬ 
gest you go back and think about things some 
more. And in case I didn’t respond clearly 
enough to your first question, what connec¬ 
tion do I have to your little subculture, the 
answer is none, none at all. My only connec¬ 
tion is to the human race, the human culture, 
the human body politic. I’m no longer inter¬ 
ested in anything “sub-, ” whether it be sub¬ 
standard, subnormal, subhuman, subordi¬ 
nate, subcultural, etc. etc. As you know if 
you’ve studied your Latin, “sub” means 
“under,” and I see no point in voluntarily 
dwelling in the cellar of human experience. 
Too long down there and you develop the 
vision of a mole and the manners of a rat, 
which is, I fear, where what’s left of the punk 
subculture is headed. 

Larry 



Larry, 


I am afraid that I didn’t follow Larry 
Livermore’s “Life With Larry” column in Punk 
Planet #20. I guess he is attacking selfishness 
in identity politics. Maybe I missed the point. 
Larry didn’t have anything to say about corpo¬ 
rations and the (mostly white and male) indi¬ 
viduals who run them. Instead of pointing the 
finger at punks and other social and political 
movements that have done a lot to make this a 
freer society, why not make issue of outrageous 
CEO salaries and the price we all pay for 
being forced to have to support them? We can 
all come up with a laundry list of problems we 
have had with this or that particular move¬ 
ment, but nobody can argue that they haven’t 
made things better than they used to be. Fuck 
the 1950s. You want to make the streets of 
Detroit safer? Then how about ending corpo¬ 
rate tax abatement, which helps build sexy 
looking glass skyscrapers, but leaves schools 
and housing in shambles? 


I would expect to find Larry’s analysis of 
Clinton in The Nation and In These Times , not 
Punk Planet. 

“You’re mad at Clinton because he keeps 
pandering to the right? Well, if he didn’t do 
that, we’d have Dole or somebody worse as 
president today, because you so-called progres¬ 
sives refuse to lift a finger for any political 
action that doesn’t fit exactly in into your own 
personal scheme of things.” 

Time out. If I hear this kind of argument 
one more time, I’m going to scream! Larry, is 
Bill Cliton responsible for his own actions? 
Every time I bring up a right wing policy 
Clinton has championed, the first response I 
get from a Clintonite is, “The Republican 
Congress.” Not only has the concept of 
democracy in this country disappeared, but 
the basic concept of morality as well. I am 
responsible for my own actions. If I advocate 
for the cause of “Welfare Reform” as a presi¬ 
dential candidate and then sign it into law, I 
can’t argue that somebody else made me do it. 
That is the kind of argument we made as ten 
year olds to get ourselves out of trouble in ele¬ 
mentary school. A moral person considers the 
human consequences of what it is they advo¬ 
cate. They need to hold other individuals, 
including Bill Clinton, to the same moral stan¬ 
dards they hold themselves to. Would you 
advocate social policy that throws one million 
more children into poverty Larry? Then why 
do you defend Bill Clinton? By the federal 
government’s own admission “Welfare 
Reform” will throw one million more children 
into poverty. Bill Clinton was an advocate for 
this policy as a presidential candidate and 
signed into law in 1996. Larry doesn’t hold 
him accountable for this because pandering to 
the right is what gets him elected and throws 
more people into poverty. If I voted for Ron 
Daniels and Ralph Nader, instead of Bill 
Clinton, which I did, that does not make me 
selfish. I attempting to be cognizant of the 
human consequences of the policies of a Bill 
Clinton. There is nothing selfish about that. 

In my scheme of things I won’t allow 
somebody to create destructive social policy in 
the name of Wall Street, and worse, blindly 
support them. I don’t follow the argument that 
things would be worse with a Dole or a Bush. 
Take the issue of the logging of old growth 
forests in the Northwest. Until Clinton rolled 
into Washinton in 1993, there was a court 
injunction against the logging of ancient 


forests in the Pacific Northwest that was put 
into affect during the Bush Administration in 
1990. By 1994, it had been all but overturned 
and it was the Clinton Administration that 
pushed for it. Any attempt to overturn the 
court injunction by Bush would have been met 
with howls of protest by the mainstream green 
groups. There are examples of this on issue 
after issue, but this fact seems to elude Larry. 

The greens and other groups seem more inter¬ 
ested in coddling up to Clinton than they do 
about social justice, but Larry’s concept of self¬ 
ishness doesn’t appear to include those groups 
who have abandoned their principles just so 
they can continue to have “access to Clinton” 
(Read: “Access to cushy jobs and dick sucking 
sessions with Clinton”). 

More drivel from Larry: 

“So you sit there listening to your Crass 
CD’s or your Noam Chomsky speeches wait¬ 
ing for the revolution and/or Armageddon.” 

Yes, I will sit around and wait until I see 
the dedication in people necessary to fight cor¬ 
porate power. Voting isn’t going to get rid or 
corporations, which is what we need to do. 

Yes, I will continue to read Chomsky. No man 
has dissected American institutions as thor¬ 
oughly as that man has and until people actu¬ 
ally listen and understand what he has to say, 
we will remain in the current mess we are in. 
There is no bigger advocate for the corrective 
force of spontaneous mass action than 
Chomsky, and yet most people don’t take what 
he says over and over again to heart. Some 
Messiah isn’t going to save us, we are going to 
have to save ourselves. 

-S.A.B.O.T. 

I’ve already covered many of these points 
in my response to J. Walker’s letter, but just so 
Mr. S.A.B.O.T. doesn’t feel left out: 

1. If you “didn’t follow” what I was saying, 
what is your point in trying to argue with it. 

2. Identity politics was certainly one thing 

I criticized. I think it is counter-productive and ^ 
self-defeating. 

3. Sorry I didn’t get around to denouncing 
all of Mr. S.A.B.O.T.’s favorite villains this time 
around; I have written many times in the past 
about corporate excess. I fail to see what 
“mostly white and male” has to do with it, 
though. I would bet almost anything that Mr. 
S.A.B.O.T is also white and male. As is Noam 






Chomsky. Should we therefore disregard any¬ 
thing they say? 

4. To use “corporation" as an all-purpose 
synonym for “bad" is juvenile in the extreme. 
A corporation is simply a means of economic 
organization. It is neither good nor bad intrin¬ 
sically; the character of its owners and of their 
actions is what matters. 

5. I eagerly await a list of what substan¬ 
tial things punks have done to “make this a 
freer society." Or for evidence that this indeed 
a freer society. I pointed out that while we 
have gained some freedoms, we have lost 
others. I think that’s fairly hard to refute. 

6. CEO salaries are often outrageously 
high and ordinary working people’s salaries 
often are far too low. However, more was done 
to mitigate this situation by labor unions, min¬ 
imum wage laws, and tax policies than all the 
punks and Noam Chomsky combined. It was¬ 
n’t until the radicals began to completely 
abandon mainstream politics that reactionar¬ 
ies like Reagan were able to drastically 
reverse the gains made by working people 
since the 1930s. 

7. Some social and political movements 
have produced great and beneficial changes. 
Few of those changes have occurred in recent 
years, however, and the sort of leftist and 
anarchist movements that our diehard corre¬ 
spondents champion are now so moribund as 
to be virtually extinct. Is this all the fault of 
“corporations,’’ Clinton, etc., or more to do 
with the fact that they have failed to inspire 
the confidence of the people they allegedly 
want to help? 

8. The streets and schools of Detroit were 
already in ruins long before the regressive tax 
policies and welfare cutbacks of recent years. 
In fact some of the worst damage occurred 
when we still had a relatively generous social 
system (by American standards, anyway; cer¬ 
tainly not by European ones). It’s my opinion 
that social alienation exacerbated by race- 
based identity politics contributed greatly to 
this decline, even though such politics were 
originally intended to “empower" the most 
underprivileged members of society. 

9. This Clinton argument is getting 
extremely old. Politics is the art of the possi¬ 
ble, and Clinton is what is possible. Ralph 
Nader and Ron Daniels are not. Only a tiny 


minority of the people are willing to vote for 
them. Unless you want to do away with the 
basic principles of democracy ; you must deal 
with what the majority votes for. I have never 
said I agree with all of Clinton’s policies; in 
fact Mr. S.A.B.O.T. and I probably see things 
much the same way regarding Clinton’s envi¬ 
ronmental policies and at least some of his 
welfare reforms. 

10. Mr. S.A.B.O.T. nobly proclaims that in 
his “scheme of things" no one will be allowed 
to create destructive social policy, etc. etc. 
But Mr. S.A.B.O.T.’s scheme of things is, to put 
it rather mildly, irrelevant. I doubt he could 
muster more than a couple dozen fellow 
zealots to throw up a picket line now and 
again; for someone to affect social policy in a 
country the size of the USA, he or she must be 
able to inspire and motivate hundreds of mil¬ 
lions of people. That does not involve being a 
“messiah," it means mastering the arts of pol¬ 
itics and leadership. Until you are willing to do 
the hard work that entails, you will remain 
children playing at rebellion, whose net effect 
on history and the lives of those who need you 
will remain less than zero. 

Yours, 


Larry 



Dear Brothers and Sisters, 


Your current issue [PP20] continues a style 
that ranges from APOLITICAL to the extreme 
RIGHT. It is a style that seems out of harmony 
with the working class ANARCHIST roots of 
punk in the 1970 s. Does Punk Planet have a 
remit to move Punk to the reactionary Right? 

Please allow me to step through some of 
your columnists in the order in which they 
appear in your current issue. Bob Conrads 
notion of Low grade mentalities” seems 
reminiscent of the eugenics programs in NAZI 
Germany to get rid of the STATE of low grade 
mentalities (I.e. Low class people) through ster¬ 
ilization and mass murder. In the last issue of 
Punk Planet , Mr. Conrad called for the mass 
murder of poor people through starvation. 

Mr. Conrad suggests Christians are buf¬ 
foons whose religious “practice has little to do 


with freedom.” This is odd because some of 
the most serious minded freedom fighters 
known to the history of ideas have been 
Christians. Two of the hardest men in the Irish 
people’s struggle for freedom, James Larkin 
and Janus Connolly were also devout 
Catholics. Sure now, James Connolly would 
quote a half dozen Saints who viewed prosperi¬ 
ty as theft. The finest freedom fighter in the 
Holland today is the Biscop Van Breda, 
Archbishop Muskens, who believes the poor 
are entitled to steal. 

Jane Hex continues Bob Conrads reac¬ 
tionary rant from last issue (#19) against poor 
folks having families of whatever size they 
freely choose. Mrs. Hex is “disgusted” and calls 
for” “Zero Population: ONE BABY FOR 
EVERY COUPLE.” 

A rate of one birth per woman per lifetime 
would soon result in ZERO POPULATION 
(I.e. NO PEOPLE) because 2.4 births per 
woman per lifetime are required simply to 
achieve a steady state in the population (NO 
GROWTH & NO DECLINE). 

Why is Ms. Hex presuming to tell other 
women how many babies to have? We thought 
women were free to choose how large or small 
a family to have. Why does Ms. Hex seek to 
abrogate her sisters’ freedom to choose an opti¬ 
mal family size? 

Ms. Hex claims to be equally “disgusted” 
by the “depletion of resources” by large fami¬ 
lies. It is not the children of large families who 
are depleting the world’s resources, according 
to the world’s finest historian, Karl Marx. 
Rather then overpopulation, Marx put his fin¬ 
ger on a class of SLAVERS, LANDGRAB- 
BERS and mineral thieves. 90% of America’s 
wealth is held by 1% of the population. 

Wealth or capital is what capitalism converts 
the labor of slaves, stolen land and minerals. 
Therefore, there are plenty of resources in the 
form of wealth. The most minor redistribution 
of wealth would eliminate poverty worldwide 
regardless of population. 

Ms. Hex may find it easier to develop a 
Malthusian straw man OF OVERPOPULA¬ 
TION with which to blame some women and 
cultures which value large families for the 
depletion of the world’s resources. A Marxist 
class analysis holds the class of racist slavers, 
land grabbers and mineral thieves responsible 
for stealing the world’s wealth. OK, well, poor 
women and kids are easier targets then the 
powerful elites who run the show. This doesn’t 
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into lately is extremely hard to take, but I don’t 
think money and “selling out” issues are the 
worst problem our scene has. My experience 
lately is that most of the people who claim to 
be enlightened about things like rape are too 
full of shit or just chicken shit to do anything 
about it. At this point in time you seem to be 
taking the same stance. I don’t know if its 
because you used to live with the perpetrator or 
if its just about how the club chose to deal 
with it, but I know that I don’t have to tell you 
that if you don’t like how the club is run then 
you ought to go to membership meetings and 
change the way it’s run. I’ve heard you tell the 
exact same things to other people in the past. 

Furthermore, since your zine seems like a 
good place to question things in our scene, 

I’ve got a few of my own: 

Why is it that people in our scene have 
known for a long time (some as long as ten 
years now) that he has been perpetrating sexu¬ 
al violence on very young boys, .and no one 
has bothered to deal with it? 

Why did the people who hold power at 
924 Gilman (some of whom were also on the 
committee to investigate the “allegations”) 
decide that the problem was that I was speak¬ 
ing for kids he has raped or tried to rape, 
while at the same time deciding that so long as 
the club pretended to deal with the problem 
who gives a fuck what really happened to some 
kids anyway? 

Does blame the victim and defend the 
perpetrator sound familiar? 

Why is it that the people that work at his 
business keep claiming that I was wrong to call 
for a boycott of his business, because they say 
the business is a collective and it’s not owned 
by him? 

If it was really a collective why the fuck 
hasn’t he been kicked out of it? 

Is being a child molester no big deal to 
those people? 

Is 6 dollars an hour or whatever he pays 
you really worth defending a man who has 
seriously and permanently fucked up young 
people’s lives? 

Is it worth defending a man who has put 
three children in a mental hospital, maybe for 
the rest of their lives? 

Why is it that Zafio Records Ads contain 
the phrase, “We Proudly Support (His 
Business)”? 

Does the person who runs that label think 
there is something good about Pedophilia? 


Why is it that people from bands and 
zines the are looked up to all over the nation 
rushing to defend or ignore a rapist? 

Are we really different from the rest of 
America? 

I’ve recently learned that the last person 
who questioned him publicly got shot at with a 
firearm so I think I’ll leave my address unsaid. 

JeffOtt 



The Star Wars you 
don’t know! 


Dear Brian Czarnik &c Punk Planet, 


In issue #20 of Punk Planet , Brian 
reviewed a zine called A Punk Kid Walks into a 
Bar #7. In the review, Brian mentions a flaw in 
the Star Wars trilogy: there is no nudity. That 
statement is false. In Return of the Jedi , if you 
pause your VCR at the right moment, you can 
see the girl who dances in Jabba’s Palace with¬ 
out a top. I think you need to watch the trilogy 
a little more closely than you usually do! Keep 
up the good work Punk Planet. You too Brian! 

Love, 


Paul Dynomite 



Dear Punk Planet, 


I would like to use this space to begin a 
discussion about recontextualization, photog¬ 
raphy, violence and human suffering. This let¬ 
ter has been long in coming, mainly as a com- 
montary upon the popularity and proliferation 
of the “power violence” sub-genre of hard core 
punk, but is being written in reaction to a 
recent advertisement by Edison Recordings in 
Philadelphia [printed in Punk Planet #19]. 

The heading of the ad reads “The Grace of 
Brutality,” showing an image of screaming 
children sublimated beneath more text. If one 
looks closely, the image is identified as a pho¬ 
tograph entitled “Trang Bang, South Vietnam, 
June 8, 1972,” taken by photojournalist Nick 
Ut. For those unfamiliar with the image—per¬ 
haps the most violently disturbing of the 
Vietnam era—the photo, in its entirely depicts 
a forshortened road with smoke and soldiers 


filling the horizon. Children are at the fore 
and grasp our attention. They are obviously 
scared, but one child commands the frame. 

Her hads are held to her side and her face is an 
anguished scream. She is naked. What may not 
be evident from the photo—especially in the 
grainy Edison reproduction—is that her pain 
is the result of having been hit by a napalm air 
strike. Brutality is abound, yet grace remains 
to be found. 

The recontextualization of images takes 
place everywhere. Titling creates a new context 
as does cropping. Digital manipulation equates 
to the ultimate transporability of uprooted 
imagery. What this often leaves behind is the 
context of the original. You see, the young, 
naked girl in the photo is not an anonymous, 
ahistoric victim. No, her name is Kim Phuc 
and she survived that horrifying day in 1972. 
She underwent extensive surgeries and skin 
grafts to repair her head and shoulder which 
had been fused together by seering napalm. 

She also has had a life after that day. She is 
now happily married and lives in Canada. 

The imbedded story behind images such 
as this one are all too often forgotten, reducing 
their significance to a mere graphic. Now, I 
don’t intend this to be the call for a boycott of 
Edison or those records trafficking “brutal,” 
“devistating,” or “punishing content. Two 
things, though, should arise from it. Firstly, we 
should all become aware that the images and 
text we produce—be it in fanzines, records, or 
even t-shirts—carry with them meanings. 
Regardless of our role within the othered—or 
more politely, non-commercial—music indus¬ 
try, we are not excused from the responsibility 
to prevent furhter suffering. This is, after all, 
the primary tennet of a cruetly-free lifestyle. 
Secondly, we should ask ourselves what these 
violently disturbing images tell us about our 
own suffering. Do we seek them out to feel 
more, or to feel less? Can we identify wiht 
some element of another’s experience, or do we 
voyueristically dabble in pain as a spectacle; an 
artifact of some freakish otherness? At their 
best, such images can acquaint us with a part 
of ourselves with which we’ve become alienat¬ 
ed. On the other hand, irresponsibly moving 
photos such as those of Kim Phuc out of con¬ 
text for the sake of advertising perpetuates an 
already unspeakable violence. 

Thank you for your time, 

Martin Roberts 

Claremont, CA 
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endearing records 

po box 69009, Winnipeg, mb, Canada, r$p 2g9, endear@ mbnet.mb.ca 


theBonaduces 



Painted thin 

“still they die of heartbreak” $7 
us/$9 us overseas ppd 

7 song cdep of intelligent & literate 
punk rock for the disaffected, 
a soundtrack for activism. 
www.escape.ca/-ben 


painted thin 12” - S8 us/Sio us overseas 
bonaduces 7”s, bonaduces/b'ehl cass S3. 5 US/S 4.7 us overseas 
ninetv nine cd - Sq us/Sio us os, b’ehl cd - Sio us/Si2 us os 
cheques pavable to blair purda. write or email for a free catalogue 


“K is for Catherine” - $10 us/$12 

12 song cd about suffocating sadness & 
cats, frantic, pedantic...fantastic! 
“everything a punk band should be” MRR 
www.pangea.ca/-shoggoth 


us overseas ppd 
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STILL AVAILABLE: BROKEN “DEFY THE SEASON” CD, ACT OF FAITH “GAIN" CD ER QUADHJACHA/LEVELHEAD SPLIT 7” Si ATLANTA HARDCORE COMP 7" 

7”= $3.00 ppd usa 
$5.00 ppd world 

CD EP= $6.00 ppd usa 
$8.00 ppd world 
CD^ $9.00 ppd usa 
$11.00 ppd world 
i CHECKS PAYABLE TO CASH 


Order direct| 
or through 


p.o box 973 liltmm, ga. 30048 usa 

- STANDFAST5CaA0L.C0M • DISTROS GET IN TOUCH 


VERY Distro. 


SEND ONE STAMP FOR CATALOG 


intro to airlift 

the new T by the Infamous Indiana mod trio 



$3ppd from in all directions 
-po box 1223 
bloomington, in 
47401 


cash/ check or mo payable to... 

seth mahern 


new ICE NINE 7" out soon! 


distros get in touch 
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Q: Can you imagine a world without punk? 


awful friendly 


NO TALENTS • 18 killer 
garage punk anthem* from 
this raw French band that*!! 
rock your world on this full 
length 00/colored vinyl LF| 


lL ASYLUM -21 Of 
t songs picked from 
:year existence by 
rocalist Ramsey, 
mins* CD only 


\iq GITS- Kings and Queens 
Is thier earliest studio * ’ | 
eeordings that totaly rock 
itplong with Mia Zappata's 
great vocals. 


earliest rec 
Moon Danc< 
live show fx\ 
period on tM 




ME FIRST - Teenage Flatsy 
CDEP earlier rawer record¬ 
ings of this dynamic quartet, 
flj rocking songs 


The MOB -Jo Doves 
Everthing they recorded 
on tjns CD only releiic 
jammed chock full of tit) 

mi d 80'sanarcho punk. 

gg ^ pagaag bmwbw ip 


J CHURCH | Nostalgic For ; 
Nothing is a collection of gf |l 
Church songs that only f 
appeared on singles all on 
one CD/ 2x clor LP/ cass. 


rfo - S/1 english post 
ik rock that emo influ- 
d though some here the 
Of Four/Jam. On LP/CD 

8.WS&E $12, CD $10. 


Is has a Corduroy cover trio TWnk DJ^|trf *8 style 
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Q am meeting my parents in the small Koreatown in 
downtown Toronto. I spot the golf-happy duo about 
twenty meters away down the sidewalk. With a tinge 
of dread, I crawl towards them on my lovely “Purple Haze” 
mountain bike. Yes, that’s really the name of it, and yes, it 
is purple. 

My dad gives me a pleasant grunt of acknowledg¬ 
ment and meanders away to check out store window dis¬ 
plays. My mom is standing in a doorway, scowling at my 
physical appearance. Let me just take a few seconds 
here to say that I honestly don’t find my “look” these days 
to be of any outlandish nature. I've got short, slicked- 
down hair (no Manic Panic or Kool-Aid in it!), I wear pret¬ 
ty casual clothing—lots of cotton, lots of neutral 
colours—and it’s usually clean (Well, the socks we can 
make an exception for). Yay! I haven’t looked this clean- 
cut since I turned fourteen—the age I discovered black 
clothing and skull-buckle boots. Aw yeah. Bela Lugosi is 
dead and a rooty-toot-toot. 

I approach my mother in fear of the nagging and 
exasperation that will undoubtedly ensue. Ya knowww, it 
would be kinda cool to get greeted with a “Hi dear, but MY 
you look healthy from all that bicycling!” or “Hello to my 
darling middle daughter! How've you been?” But no, I get 
barked at with an oh-so friendly “How come you look so 
pale? What’s WRONG with you?!” Thanks mom, y’always 
know how to start a conversation off on the right foot. 

“I’m not pale,” I say to her, “this is my natural skin 
tone. The only reason I look sick to you is ‘cos I don’t wear 
gobs of make-up.” 

She scowls some more and makes a disapproving, 
gutteral, hiss-like sound which only Korean mothers can 
do. It involves a fair amount of hork and the ability to con¬ 
tort your face into a big squinchy ball. 

Greetings out of the way, my mother makes a 
motion for me to come stand beside her in the doorway. 
She giggles in spite of herself, as if to impart some titil¬ 
lating girly secret. 

“Patti, you want the double-line?” 

% What? Oh. My mother is asking me if I want to get 

a cosmetic operation done to my eyelids. This isn’t the 


first time she has brought it up. You may or may not be familiar with this 
but a lot of Asian girls pay big bucks (no whammies!) for a surgeon to 
create a fold in the skins of their eyelids. This is done in a feeble attempt 
to look more like a white girl which, for them, equates to a prettier girl. 
Kind of sad, huh? I don’t mean for that to sound so snooty and holier- 
than-thou—I mean it really is SAD. This is an operation done STRICTLY 
for vanity purposes and is, in my eyes (no pun intended), completely 
unnecessary. I’ve seen the results of such doings and believe you me, it 
looks totally weird. I can’t supply you with a clear visual understanding 
here but let me give it a go: Try to imagine the face of any Asian girl who 
has been crying her heart out for hours. Now just take away all of the 
tears, the blotchiness, and (as my awesome friend Rori would say) “the 
jags.” That wonky, puffy-eyed look is what you would end up with if you 
got the “double line.” And for what? So that your eyeshadow fades away 
into an oil-lined crease by the end of the day? It really is a fugged up 
scene. 

“Urn, thanks, but no thanks.” I say, frowning. 

N.B. Button #1... has been pushed. 

Oh ghod, it’s happening again. I feel my body tense up as I fall 
back- wards in time to the days of being fifteen again and super-snotty to 
every- thing that resembled authority. Patti, you are the relatively mature 
age of twenty-three now—repeat after me: You are not fifteen, you are 
not fifteen... wait a minute, have I really changed all that much?! Uh-oh... 

“All the Korean girls are doing it,” she persists. “You know, you have 
to care about what you look like to get ahead in this world...” If that is the 
case then somebody punch my ticket please, I wanna get off! 

It's not easy being a second-generation Korean-Canadian girl who 
can’t even speak her mother tongue. The kids in Korea have a nickname 
for kids like me: A “banana”—yellow on the outside, white on the inside. 
My parents wish I were more Korean-y. They want me to have the typical 
long black hair, a rich husband, good little Korean offspring, lots of mate¬ 
rialistic things I don’t even need, etc. So here I yam, practically a white- 
girl as it is, with my mom telling me that I should alter my face to look 
Caucasian as well? Oy vey! (Hey, did I mention I’m Jewish too? Heh heh, 
just joshin’ ya.) Don’t get me'wrong, I know my parents basically want 
what’s best for me, but we’re just not coming from the same places. I 
mean, how do you tell your mother that cosmetic surgery stinks when she 
herself has given in to the knife which carves “beauty”? It’s like she wants 
me to be a soft-boiled egg, and well, I jus wanna be scrambled tofu (Hoo! 
I’m workin’ up an appetite here!). 

(By the way, during the course of writing this column, I’ve been 
some- what torn as to whether I should employ the word “Caucasian” as 
opposed to “white.” I’ve used both now. And I think that for a vernacu¬ 
lar writing style (i.e. pretty much the only way I write), “white” seems to 
flow much more naturally. If for some kooky reason anyone finds that 
offensive then it sucks to be you. Y’know, I don’t think I even like the 
word “Caucasian”—it’s such a cold and harsh-sounding word. Literal 
meaning aside, try saying it aloud to yourself a few times. CAUCASIAN, 
COCK-AS IAN, CAW-CAJUN!?! Ha ha, don’tcha just love how saying the 
same word over and over and over (rover) can fully mess with your head? 
Linguistics good. Dictionaries good. Putting the word “good” behind 





everything that is rad good. Getting totally off track in your first column 
for Punk Planet not so good. Hmmm.) 

Not a day goes by where I'm not thinking about issues of per¬ 
sonal identity. Most people think I’m Chinese when I first meet them. 

I have to correct them and say I’m Korean which, in terms of the per¬ 
son I’ve become, doesn’t necessarily figure into the equation all that 
greatly. It is tough for me to say such things but hey, we all have to 
deal with the cards we’ve been dealt at some point or other. I’ll go to 
a show and it’s pretty much a given that I’ll be one of the few Asian 
kids in the house. Honestly, how many non-whites do you see at your 
average punk/hardcore/indie/whatever rock show? The ratio is stagger¬ 
ing. And I think that the kids who are a visible minority at shows can 
really fuckin’ feel it. I don't know if people notice this, or even care for 
that matter. To me, this is not groundbreaking news. But then again, 
there will always be times when you THINK—you would hope— you’re 
stating the obvious, and then wha-hooaa Nellie, guess what? (Chicken 
butt?) You’re really not. 

A couple of years ago I went to one of them crazy New Year’s 
hardcore hooplas here in Toronto. My pal Lisa would say “Welcome to 
the circus folks!”—there were hundreds of kids jammed into this very 
chilly punk rock space. You had to make meeting spots should you and 
your friends get separated in the nutty brouhaha. Anyhoo, one of my 
girlfriends Esther—who happens to be Korean too—was meeting a pen¬ 
pal in person for the first time at this thing. Neither of them knew what 
the other looked like so Esther, with her wily ways of deduction, simply 
said “Just look for the TWO Korean girls there. I’ll be the one who ISN’T 
Patti Kim.” 

• • • 

Hey, I am Patti and you've just finished reading my first column for 
Punk Planet. Hope you found it to be worth yer while. Much thanks to Dan 
and the PP posse for having the faith to take me on as a new columnist. 
I’ll try my bestest to make this Pattified space interesting for everybody! 
Letters are most certainly welcome at Patti Kim, Box 68568, 360A Bloor 
St. W, Toronto ON, M5S 1X1 Canada, or via e-mail: bq761@freenet.toron- 
to.on.ca. As you’ve noticed by now, I do live in Canada and just for the 
record, I DONT eat donuts, and I DON’T use the expression “Eh?” ad nau- 
seum. Them jokes are out like trout chump! And on that friendly note, I’ll 
leave you with an actual telephone conversation I had with a total stranger 
the other morning... 

*RING!RING!* 

Me: Hello? 

Him: Hi. 

Me: HELLO?! 

Him: Hi. 

Me: Who IS this? 

Him: ...uhhh, I’m in a wheelchair. Will you talk to me? 

(My Brain: Don’t put out the milk for the cats, Patti! Don’t put out the 
milk for the cats! He has YOUR phone number, and perhaps a hard-on..;) 

Me: Urn, I don’t think so. I don’t even know you. 

Him: (stammering) Oh, okay. Sorry to bother you. I know you must be 

busy. 


Have a nice day...(click.) 

Me: ??? 

I still don’t know what to make of it. Patti Kim: ableist asshole extra¬ 
ordinaire? Or just your average wary girl... How ‘bout “wary asshole”? YUp, 
that sounds about right! Ha ha, see you all again soon... 



he pregnant eighteen year old sitting across from me is get¬ 
ting fidgety. I’ve been staring at her stomach and she’s getting 
nervous. There are two little feet inside of her. Two little hands. 
A little head. A little mouth that will one day learn to say “Fuck You Pig.” 
She’s getting fidgety so I calm her with a smile and she calmly moves to 
the other end of the bus. 

The Asian kids next to me are head to toe Hilfiger advertisements. 
They’re looking through a stack of photos they’ve just gotten back. I’m 
looking too. They are standard, badly lit, too-far-away shots of friends 
arm in arm all smiling for the camera. People caught in time with 
frozen automatic smiles and poses of we’ll-be-friends-forever. All 
Hilfiger advertisements. People who live and breathe and shop. People 
staring back at me who are out there somewhere right now living lives. 
They’re eating and sleeping, just like me. They were probably asleep at 
5 a.m. just like me. Every photo ever taken of them they will be smil¬ 
ing. They will always be happy when a camera is being pointed at 
them. At least for the blink of the shutter. There will be photos of them 
smiling when they find out they’ve got cancer. When they find out their 
mothers are dead. When they find out their babies are dead. When 
they find out they are dead. We’re all good actors in increments that 
small. We’re all toughguys. We’re all gods. We’re all in love. We’re all 
insane. We all are. 

There are a finite number of seconds left in your life. Every clock in 
the world is counting down your seconds right now. Eight have passed 
since you began this paragraph. Change the periods to commas and you 
only lose six. Take out all punctuation and it’s five, but it makes no sense 
so you have to read it again and then it’s ten. Still counting. 

On my left are the heavy white women. Junk jewelry covers fat wrists 
and necks and fingers. Perfume-heavy air makes me sneeze. They bless 
me. They talk about getting in shape—a shape other than pear shaped. 

I mumble “it’s your fault.” They’re all wearing heavily ornamented sweat 
suits. That have never seen sweat. They talk about needing personal 
trainers, “like Oprah.” Needing hot, male, personal trainers. Laughs and 
nudges are passed around like an hors d’ouvre tray. Three stops go by 
and they're deciding who needs a “personal trainer” more. Wink, wink. I 
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offer to show them my cock but they don’t hear me—or pretend they 
don't hear me. Wink, wink. These bus rides never end. Not for me, not 
for them. I consider for a moment showing them anyways but for what¬ 
ever reason, it doesn’t happen. 

The previous lives of your atoms are a better story than you. You 
don’t know what your fingers were before they were your fingers holding 
on tight. Perhaps they were a fencepost. Or an electric heater. Or some¬ 
body else’s fingers. Perhaps the atoms of your fourth vertebrae were the 
left elbow of a murderer. Or a conqueror. Or a mason jar. The fingernails 
you clipped off became the wings of an airplane. The baby teeth you lost 
became a running shoe. Your atoms are in transit, you are a vessel, and 
they don't give a fuck about you. You’re a fleeting glimpse. You’re a bunch 
of atoms that can’t wait to move on. You won’t be remembered. You won’t 
leave a mark. Put the guitar down. 

There’s nobody on the bus today that I want to have sex with. All 
the seats are filled but still I’m alone. I’m closing my eyes trying to pre¬ 
tend that the hum of the bus engine is the engine of my spaceship and 
I’m flying to Mars. Fortress of Solitude in full affect. I'm good at this lit¬ 
tle game, it’s almost real sometimes. Standing business man number 
one leans into every turn, his coat tails sweep across my hair. I fix it, we 
turn again, I fix it. It’s a constant reminder that I’m on earth today and 
I’m riding this bus again and again and again. I’m alive on earth seven 
days a week. Never calls in sick. Never takes a day off. What do all 
these people want from their lives? Why do they get up everyday? If I 
stand up and stab myself through the eye with this pen, how long will 
it be before they stop retelling the story about the day on the bus when 
the kid stabbed himself through the eye with his pen? I want to know 
why we’re on this bus. I want to know what they think they are accom¬ 
plishing. I want to know what they think their lives are worth. I want to 
know how working towards pension plans and buying homes became a 
human instinct. 

How many buses drove how many bodies into how many cities this 
morning? Every morning? Forever. How many of those bodies don’t have 
any good answer why they’re alive? We haven’t evolved enough to even 
know what we're supposed to be doing with ourselves. 

I sometimes stare down (or across if I’m laying on the floor) at my 
dog while he sleeps. He sleeps a lot. He knows full well why he’s here: 
Eat, sleep, play, fuck, shit, and die. He’s got no questions about any of 
this. I wish I were so lucky. We get fucked up when we try to make plans 
and climb ladders and match our housewares to our curtains. We get lost 
when we become concerned with how white our teeth are; when we clas¬ 
sify owning a television as a necessity. Over millions of years, we devel¬ 
oped the ability to reason and now we use it to figure out which car is 
sporty but still economical. The startling applications of our ability to rea¬ 
son is what truly set us apart from the lower beasts. Our innate sense of 
which pants go with which shirt. 

So what then? What should we apply ourselves to? What shall we 
hold up and pursue as our task at hand? What shall we waste our time 
on today? 

Keep breathing. I hear that’s important. 

The bus driver smiled and flexed his biceps at me when I got on. 


Urn... uh. He’s like really scrawny too. I sit. And feel the amusement of 
fear as he flexes at everybody else that gets on, then proceeds to flex to 
cars, and yell at cars and pedestrians and passengers. He’s very 
happy—happily scrawny or something. People are getting nervous. I’m 
getting giggly. So what if he drives us into an oncoming 18 wheeler or 
off a bridge or in front of a train? Some speeding car almost wipes out 
some pedestrian in front of us and the bus driver starts yelling and point¬ 
ing and following. He’s yelling, with his head halfway out the window, in 
the brokest broken english you’ve ever heard, “You scare me!!! You scare 
me!!!” Fuck yeah dude. 10 minutes later, I’m the only passenger on the 
bus. I get up and walk to the front as we pull up to my stop, the last stop 
on the line. I'm staring down the three steps to the door waiting for them 
to open. I can feel the nutjob bus driver staring at me, a foot away in 
his bouncy hydraulic bus driver chair. I keep staring at the doors. Not 
opening. I know what he’s doing. He's waiting for me to look over at him 
and acknowledge that he’s flexing for me. I wonder how long I could 
stand here before something happened. Me and this guy in this non-fac¬ 
ing face off for like 3 days, him flexing, me staring at the door, neither 
willing to budge. But I ain’t got the time so I look over, he’s got his 
pythons up in the air giving me his best Mr. Universe (sans any sem¬ 
blance of muscle tissue). 

“Very nice. You’ve been working out right?” 

“Yep! O.K. boss, you need watch out for crazy drivers, O.K? They 
scare me!” 

“Yes, yes, I’m very scared of crazy drivers too.” 

Wink, wink. 

Some frat boy in Louisiana died from hazing. He got really drunk, his 
frat brothers beat him up and he died of alcohol poisoning and internal 
bleeding. The same thing happened in Boston a week later. Ha-ha-ha! 

How many sins can you commit with your mouth? How many 
crimes? With your feet? With your hands? How many hands can you 
commit with your mouth? How many sins can you commit? How many 
crimes? 

How many free records can I carry in my mouth? 

How many free mouths can I carry in my pouch? 

Count up all the time you’ve spent healing. Count it on your 
wounded fingers and toes. Buy a treasure chest to keep all the bullets 
you’ve shot yourself in the foot with. Buy a vacuum to collect all the 
dust you kick up. 

Even Christ will be forgotten someday. You’ll be forgotten much 
sooner. But one day no one will remember who Christ was. The date that 
the last person forgets about Christ is a day in June. Or maybe March. Or 
November fifteenth. I don’t remember. 

A funeral procession rolled by me at the bus stop today. 23 cars. 

I tried to count the people—about 80 total. Not counting the dear 
departed. 

I wondered how many would return to their cars after the service, 
grief stricken, feet hurting from shoes only worn when friehds die, to equal¬ 
ly dead batteries because they left their lights on. Damn you infernal irony. 

I wondered how many in the procession had slept with the dear 
departed. How many were sons or daughters. How many were friends of 






friends. How many were hired. How many would have sex after the funer¬ 
al. How many had to stifle laughter during the ceremony. Which was the 
next to go—and who had slept with them. 

There is a plot of land in existence right now somewhere on earth 
where you will be buried. Perhaps you have walked past it. Perhaps you 
have walked over it. Maybe it’s in Alaska. Maybe on the spot where you 
will be buried there is now an ice cream shop, or a store that sells con¬ 
signment vintage clothing. 

What I’m getting at is that I’m not getting it. I'm not impressed. Not 
with you, not with me, not with free records and guest lists. Not with 
health insurance and promotions. Not with new cars or columns. I can t 
find it in me to feel your struggle is worth my time, or your time. I don’t 
believe it. Not you, not me. Atoms is all we are. Atoms who pick up pens 

and guitars and bore each other to death. 

• • • 

Playlist: 

DJ Spooky, Antioch Arrow, The Pee-Chees, Psychotrance 7, Photek, 
Wu-Tang Clan, Boogie Down Productions, Metallica, Circus Lupus, Garden 
Variety, Breakbeat Massive comp., Jihad, Trans Megetti, and Jawbreaker 
for those who had to ship out. 



oredom, thy days are numbered.” Makes for a good billboard, 
doesn’t it? 

I stumbled out of my sedan into flood waters up to my 
shoulders, blinking like a child pulled right out of sleep. Looking over the 
beleaguered landscape of North Minneapolis I saw a dead world sud¬ 
denly backhanded out of dull summer days of radiant concrete desola¬ 
tion and brake-grinding car wars by thunder gods and unending rain. I 
pictured all the dead-end bars frequenting four corners left like aban¬ 
doned mausoleums to inebriated heroes long past if this water was to 
remain forever. In the distance before me, traffic lights blinked an omi¬ 
nous red above the sunken treasure of dead automobiles congregating 
in a depressed intersection covered over by a new sea. My jerkin like a 
second skin much closer to home, the best wet T-shirt contest on this 
guy, bid me onward, my courier bag with calculus homework slogging 
through the downpour. And then to top it off, the relentless beat of my 
sports Walkman chuckling in my ear, the faint crackle of the recorded 
needle to wax like a warm fire popping in the fireplace, Billy Childish 
crooning, “You’ve bitten off child, more than you can chew.” Trees, chain 
link fences, whole sections of concrete were being eaten away to my left 
as the water poured from the highway off-ramp on which I stood, into 


the highway itself, tens of feet below. Like the world coming undone, 
swimming in the primordial waters with only my flippers to guide me, I 
was the modern day trilobite. An honest situation at last. Throw it all 
away, and walk home. 

• • • 

I want you to come down with me this time, right down to the 
most basic level. There’s a hellhound on the loose, that’s what I’ve 
deduced. 

I’ve arbitrarily decided that “rock” really is where it is at, and I 
don’t even know that “rock” means. You’ve heard a lot of people in the 
scene refer to it, their tongue stuck far into their cheek, beyond any 
hope of recapture, and that is as it ought to be—they should keep it 
there. I believe in it because it’s almost a bit too much to take seri¬ 
ously, and yet it’s understated. It is what it is: lust, perversion, gaudy 
pleasure, power, a kind of elegance turned on its head, fun, a guilty 
indulgence. What we’ve been going through in the past twenty years 
or so has been, at moments, referred to as “punk” rock, just another 
permutation of the basic form, but a kind of niche experience. What 
was “punk” but a return to something more basic beyond what rock n’ 
roll had become? A friend of mine used to tell people that we listened 
to “rock” music because it was too hard to get into all the false con¬ 
notations that “punk” implied. I used to scoff at him in my own head, 
mostly in inept and puritanical disgust—we had risen above that, obvi¬ 
ously. But had we riseh above, or into a narrow corner, a distant and 
safe place with no hope of return? I’ll do whatever I have to do to 
broaden the scope for myself, because there is no other logical course 
to follow. Where else is there to go, but out into the wide world? All 
this parochial shit just makes me sick. All the time I’m feeling more 
and more the shaky uncertainty of being on my own, and I think that 
I like it... when I’ve got the time to muster a feeling beyond the “here” 
and the “now”. 

I’d like there to be a more scientific approach to life. Within the con¬ 
straints of what is known it is easier to take the risks which need to be 
taken to progress forward. What else is Star Trek about anyways? If kids 
read Scientific American with the kind of scrutiny that they read Maximum 
Rock N' Roll, the world would be a better place, and our “subculture” 
much more formidable. Practical skills anyone? What about a sense of 
wonder? A healthy sense of awe? True perspective? 

• • • 

Before I abandoned my car during the flood on Minneapolis, I was 
miles away and determined to make it back home against all odds. 
Ultimately, I ran into a barricade of cars before a large lake which had 
formed underneath an overpass. A motley crew of cars in indecision if 
they could make it through the water or not. I pressed forward, “There’s 
only one way to find out.” A lot of the newer cars seemed to stall out 
about halfway through the expanse of water, but my old sedan, uninsured 
and without valid registration, ploughed through as water sluiced by on 
either side, some dramatic parting of the Red Sea that Henry Ford 
would’ve been proud of. I gave myself a mental high-five and a yip of glee. 
Get with the metaphor kids. You know things need to change when cheap 
thrills come with the rain. 
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jupivogur, Iceland — After the kind of journey it took to get 
here—two and a half days of bumping and tossing over 
ragged roads that sometimes disappeared almost com¬ 
pletely, across rock-strewn wastelands that wouldn't be out of place on 
the moon (except for the occasional billows of sulfurous steam emanat¬ 
ing straight from the bowels of the earth), wondering at times if we were 
the last two humans left alive on the planet—you didn't think I was going 
to pass up the opportunity to use that dateline, did you? 

Djupivogur—it doesn’t exactly roll trippingly off the tongue (nor do 
other typically Icelandic place names like Lodmundarfjardarlend or 

* Kirkjubaejarklaustur), but it gets easier when you’re drunk, which I was 
beginning to be. Try “Dyoopuhfolrrrr” and you’ll be reasonably close, espe- 

J dally if you slur it a bit, which I was beginning to do. 

M We were sitting, Sam and I, in the basement bar of Djupivogur’s only 

Q hotel, surrounded by a motley selection of Icelanders—a fish factory 
worker, a carpenter, an electrician, and the town drunk among others. 
They all speak English a good bit better than we speak Icelandic, so they 

Q are using that tongue to explain to us what life is like on the remote east- 

Q em coast of one of the world’s smallest and most amazing countries. 

^ Icelanders like to drink, apparently, even in a country where a pint of 

* beer will set you back $8 and buying a round of drinks for a table of 
friends might entail a week’s salary for a typical American (on the other 
hand, the average Icelander earns double or triple what most Americans 
do, so it all works out, sort of). In the midst of the jollity, I occasionally 
find my mind wandering on to the question of what possible twistings and 
turnings of fate could have led me to this place, one which comes close 
enough for now to being the last place on earth I would have ever expect¬ 
ed to be. 

It’s all really simple, sort of. Years ago, for reasons I can’t recall, I 
became obsessed with the notion of Iceland. It might be that I frequent¬ 
ly flew over it on my way between London and San Francisco, and was 
surprised to learn that the seemingly forlorn chunk of rock and ice just 
south of the Arctic Circle was home to one of Europe’s most prosperous 
and modern countries. 

I grew more fascinated when I heard that a population of only 
260,000—less than that of a mid-sized American city—was able to 
maintain not only its own language and culture, but also its own televi¬ 
sion, film, radio and publishing industry, that unemployment, crime, and 
illiteracy were so low as to be almost nonexistent by American standards. 
Couple that with the fact that I’ve always been drawn to the north (it may 
be a genetic thing: I’ve got a great-uncle who lit out for the wilds of North 


Ontario and spent 28 years living there in a converted chicken coop to 
escape the clutches of the law or an irate husband—my family would 
never say exactly what it was..) and I suppose Iceland became an 
inevitability for me. 

But one thing and then another intervened, and the years slid by 
without my ever coming closer to Iceland than a wave from a 747 as I 
passed by once again. I read every book I could, bought maps and stud¬ 
ied them until I could identity features and towns on the landscape from 
35,000 feet overhead, even attempted (futilely) to learn a little of the 
Icelandic language. But it wasn’t until the mid-90s, when I sunk into the 
worst depression of my life, that I came close to actually going there, and 
then it was for the worst of purposes. 

I’d gotten it into my head that it would be a fitting demise for me to 
take a bottle of Jameson’s, a jar of codeine tablets, and a tape of my 
favorite Smiths and Joy Division songs out onto the rocks of Iceland’s 
northwestern shore, from which it’s a straight shot to the North Pole, and 
sit there until winter, never far away, came to encase me in an icy shroud 
that wouldn’t fall away till the next June or July. It was all so delightfully 
morbid that I even wrote a song (some might say “dirge” would be the 
more appropriate word) about it, which, some years later, has now ended 
up as the title song of my band’s new album. 

I’m not sure what’s more humiliating, to admit that one has so failed 
at life that death seems more desirable, or to get so caught up in the 
wretchedness of life that one can’t even find time to carry out a proper 
suicide, but eventually I realized, with considerable chagrin, that I had 
postponed my death for so long that I no longer could remember why 
exactly it was that I was supposed to die—or at least it didn’t seem worth 
bothering with any longer. 

So a good part of my motivation for going to Iceland had been 
removed, but meanwhile other forces were afoot. Those of you who’ve fol¬ 
lowed the travails and efforts of my band, The Potatomen, will know that 
one of the better songs on our first album was a mournful lament called 
“Sam’s Song.” What you may not know is that there is a real Sam, and that 
the song is a more or less true account of his life in a sad, obscure town 
on the North Coast of California. 

During my most suicidal years, I would frequently mention to Sam 
that I was bound for Iceland to end it all, and he, as friends are supposed 
to do, would try to persuade me not to. “Don’t go to Iceland” became a 
code phrase for “There’s still hope, don’t kill yourself.” Eventually I guess 
he realized that I was never going to get around to it, and anyway, we drift¬ 
ed apart, as he headed for Oregon and I into the constant shuttle between 
California and London. 

The last time we’d talked was when he inexplicably decided to join the 
Navy. I hadn’t known anyone to join the military since the 60s, especially 
not voluntarily, so it was a bit of a shock. At Christmastime that year we 
spent an hour or so on the phone, with me arguing, begging, pleading, 
eventually crying for him to change his mind. It wasn’t that I was so anti¬ 
military as I had been in earlier years—I knew that however depressing it 
might be, there have td be soldiers and police officers in this imperfect 
world. But not Sam. I quoted the old Chinese proverb: “One does not use 
good iron to make nails, and one does not use good men to make soldiers.” 








But there was no turning him around. Just as in days of old, he 
had fallen for the slogan of “Join the Navy and see the world.” A year 
later, I ran into a mutual friend and asked her what part of the world 
Sam was seeing. She gave me a bemused look and said, “They sent 
him to Iceland.” 

It was more preposterous than that, even. Sam’s goal—perhaps 
because I had spoken so highly of it—had been to get to London. And he 
was supposed to be stationed there. But in one of those classic military 
snafus straight out of Catch 22 or MASH, the Navy had mixed up his 
papers with someone else’s, and he’d wound up in Iceland—probably 
until the year 2000. 

It was another year before I saw him again, and when I did, it was in 
the improbable setting of the NATO base at Keflavik, a barren outcropping in 
Southwest Iceland with the dubious distinction of having some of the worst 
weather in a country which has some of the worst weather in the world. 

Having successfully dodged the draft and lived a decidedly non-mar- 
tial life, I had never set foot on a military base before. It was a bit unset¬ 
tling, a cross between the disarmingly mundane and the terrifyingly 
demented. At one point I nearly had a panic attack in the supermarket, 
a place which seemed to embody every Wonder Bread, cheap beer, coun¬ 
try and western, bacon and sausage element of white trash America. A 
minute later we had walked across the hall into a charming little cappuc¬ 
cino bar, full of well dressed and very polite sailors and Marines. 

But then we were off, on a six day dash around the Ring Road that 
follows Iceland's coast. The interior is almost a complete wasteland. Not 
even the craziest of Icelanders lives there. Along the coast there is one 
real city, Reykjavik, where more than half the country’s population lives, 
one semi-city, Akureyri, with about 17,000 people, and a few dozen 
towns and villages, the biggest of which are about 5,000, and most of 
which are 1,000 or less. In between them you might drive for hours see¬ 
ing only the occasional passing car and an awful lot of sheep. 

Scarcer than people, even, are trees. Whole sections of the country 
have none at all, and those that do survive, despite being carefully nur¬ 
tured and treasured, are tiny. (Old Icelandic joke: What do you do if you 
get lost in an Icelandic forest? Stand up.) More than once I found myself 
marveling at some corner of town where enough trees had grown up so 
that it almost looked like the world I was familiar with. 

But no matter how the inhabitants had tried to recreate the appear¬ 
ance of a Scandinavian town (building houses with metal panels cut and 
painted to look like wood, for example), it was not easy to forget that this 
was a place apart. This was especially true when we had made it to the 
top of the country, and were able, from a mountaintop, to look out onto 
the Arctic Ocean, or when a dazzling barrage of Northern Lights cascaded 
across the skies over Reykjavik. 

Anyway, I didn’t mean to go on so long about Iceland, though it’s dif¬ 
ficult not to. It’s just one—albeit the most remarkable—of many places 
I’ve visited these past months. There’s Vancouver, easily the most beau¬ 
tiful and livable city in North America, and its pleasant but not quite so 
lovely stepsisters, Portland and Seattle. And oh yes, ever-trendy Olympia, 
where I happened into a bar to find Bikini Kill’s Kathleen Hanna, resplen¬ 
dent in a t-shirt and 80s-style Big Hair, hosting a karaoke night. 


There’s California, of course, about which too much has been said 
and enough never could be said: Berkeley and San Francisco, as small- 
minded and mean and convinced of their own absolute importance as 
ever, and Los Angeles, brashly assured of its place at the heart of the 
American Zeitgeist and blithely indifferent to the sneers and jeers of 
nearly everyone elsewhere. 

Then on to Ann Arbor, Michigan, the Midwest’s version of Berkeley, 
with at least as much cappuccino and ethnic food and only a fraction of 
the crime and violence. I left this town almost 30 years ago, and if it 
weren’t for the weather and the fact that it’s in the middle of several thou¬ 
sand miles of nowhere, perhaps I could still be there. Just down the road, 
though, is Detroit, monument to the worst failures of what some still insist 
on seeing as an oxymoron, American civilization. 

Perhaps it was the mildness of the weather, or maybe that for once I 
didn’t seek out the worst of the slums to marvel with an almost porno¬ 
graphic fascination over just how desperate and bleak a state humankind 
could reduce itself, but even Detroit looked slightly better than it has in the 
past 20 or 30 years. Unemployment is down, crime is down (a bit, any¬ 
way), and they’ve actually begun to build houses again instead of tearing 
down abandoned ones. 

Still, I was glad to see it receding in the rear view mirror as I head¬ 
ed east again, through the southwestern corner of Ontario, and stopping 
briefly at Niagara Falls, where I had an unsettling encounter. Wandering 
about the city’s neon-clad core, which vaguely resembles Las Vegas 
minus the gambling and (bit of sarcasm here, but only a bit) class, I was 
startled to see someone on the other side of the street who looked terri¬ 
bly familiar. I crossed over, only to find that I was attempting to start a 
conversation with a green-haired replica of Billie Joe Armstrong in front of 
the “Legends Of Rock Wax Museum.” 

Then it was New York, my first time there in years, and it was 
astounding. A city most sensible people had given up for dead, and it was 
more vibrantly, passionately alive than anywhere I’d ever been besides— 
possibly—London. Everywhere, even in what had been the no-man’s-land 
of Alphabet City, there were people walking around, hanging out at side¬ 
walk cafes, smiles on their faces, songs (possibly) in their hearts, looking 
like they’d just strayed onto the set of a Woody Allen movie or a 1930s 
musical comedy. 

When I'd first visited (and fallen in love with) New York in the mid- 
60s, it had been a little like this. In between, it had fallen on some hard 
times, a victim of crime, a lousy economy, and its own legendarily surly 
attitude. Now people were even saying “Excuse me” if they bumped into 
you on the subway. 

Could New York have really changed that much, or was it a case of 
me wearing some excessively rosy spectacles? Certainly I wasn’t the only 
one commenting on New York’s renaissance; the media were full of it, 
and in any event, my strolls around San Francisco never seem to inspire 
similar feelings. In fact, the major fly in my ointment as I wandered up 
and down Manhattan was reflecting on just how provincial and devoid of 
class the City By The Bay had become by comparison. 

If I had been headed anywhere besides London, the place on earth 
that I love most of all, I would have been devastated to leave New York 
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as soon as I did. As it was, I was only mildly melancholic, and even that 
quickly evaporated when I landed in the whirl of London at the top of its 
form. It’s been quite a year here in England, a new government, weather 
that’s been so pleasant that it's positively, well, un-English, and a gener¬ 
al spirit of optimism and enthusiasm that has some people wondering if 
this is still England at all. 

Almost straight away we had the Notting Hill Carnival, which is a lit¬ 
tle gathering of a million or so people that happens every year in my 
neighborhood. A little about my neighborhood: it’s very racially mixed, 
about equal parts of blacks (mostly Jamaicans and West Indians, but a 
growing number of Africans), whites, and Asians. It’s also a bit like 
Berkeley, in that it’s an elephant’s graveyard for every left wing and 
lifestyle rebel who managed to survive the 60s and early 70s. On a warm 
day, when everyone in our building has the windows open, there’s a floor 
and wall rattling cacophony of reggae, soul, techno, Britpop, and good old 
fashioned British schlock. A similar melange of cooking odors and lan¬ 
guages assails the senses. 

And that’s on an ordinary day. When the carnival comes around, all 

the streets for a mile around are closed, and on every block a sound 

stage or two is set up where some variety of music is played at dance club 

* 

* volumes from morning to night. Streets and sidewalks are crammed full 
of people from all over London and beyond, eating, drinking, and smok- 
ing enormous spliffs, all of which is still just a sideshow to the parade. 

H The closest comparison would be to the Mardi Gras or the Carnaval 
Q in Rio de Janeiro. All day long and into the night the floats roll by, each 
with its own band and followed by masses of undulating dancers, many 
of them in costumes. Not just your garden variety Halloween-style cos- 
Q tumes, either; some of these outfits looked as though their wearer (or in 
Q some cases, wearers, since they were too large for a single person to 
^ carry) had spent the entire year since the last Carnival designing them. 

I think of one in particular, which must have been at least 20 feet 
high, consisting of an enormous set of iridescent gossamer wings 
adorned with enough glitter and sequins to supply an entire battalion of 
drag queens. Underneath this monstrosity was a small, middle-aged 
black man, his face awash in sweat, who, every so often would pull a 
set of ropes attached to the wings and cause them to sway back and 
forth with the grace of a giant butterfly unsure of whether to alight or 
launch itself heavenward. 

Our friend has a flat in Ladbroke Grove, directly on the parade route, 
so we sat in her large bay window and watched people dancing in the 
streets for as far as the eye could see in either direction. Inside, as out¬ 
side, our group was culturally and racially diverse. A professor from Nigeria, 
a Rastafarian dope dealer from down the block, a flamboyant designer 
queen who was half African, half Irish, some garden variety 60s-style hip¬ 
pies and anarchists, some mixed-race kids of uncommon beauty, a cou¬ 
ple of very old ladies, and plain old me. 

There was an invitation to another party, and people were gossiping 
about its host, an African man who had, since coming to England, 
become a very successful lawyer. “He’s such a bizarre little man,” one 
woman said. “Positively Dickensian. He speaks in this very posh public 
school accent, to the point where you’d think he'd been born into the 


aristocracy.” None of this was meant as praise. We were, after all, sitting 
in a room where Class War and “Eat The Rich” posters were the principal 
means of decoration. 

It made me curious, though, and later on, when I met the man in 
question, I was prepared to snicker at his pretentious foibles in the same 
way my friends had. I was surprised, then, to find him affable, charming, 
brilliant, and not phony in any way. True, it was a bit disconcerting to hear 
the purest Oxonian English (for those of you who don’t know, the way you 
pronounce your syllables has virtually everything to do with your social 
status in this country) emanating from the lips of a man who was almost 
literally blacker than a vein of anthracite coal. Most black people around 
here speak in either a normal working or middle class accent, or in a 
patois derived from equal parts of West Indian and West London slang. 

But that anomaly was quickly forgotten as we talked about music, 
politics, culture, the usual sort of thing that we parlor intellectuals while 
away our hours with, and by the time I left, I couldn’t imagine why on 
earth my friends had spoken of him so disdainfully. 

I found out later that week, when I met a couple of them at the 
Globe Theatre, an almost perfect replica of Shakespeare’s original venue, 
where we watched a bunch of lords and ladies leaping about in some 
hilarious Elizabethan melodrama. At the interval, I mentioned that I had 
seen Orlando, and had found his company very enjoyable. “Oh, him,” one 
of them hissed, “he’s such a caricature.” “It’s a shame,” said the other, 
“he’s lost his blackness." 

I was agog. Bear in mind that the two women I’m talking to are 
older than me, better educated than me, and have been associated with 
nearly every radical political and liberation movement to come down the 
pike since the early 60s. Yet suddenly they sounded like a couple of 
dead stupid cows. 

What bloody cheek, I thought (when I’m here long enough, I start 
thinking in British). Who on earth are these white middle-class women to 
be deciding what is and isn’t appropriately “black?” Although they might 
have meant it in a nicer way, how was their attitude any different, really, 
from the old Southern idea of black people knowing their “place.” 

But suddenly a great deal of my recent musings about racial prob¬ 
lems came into focus. I had been suspecting for a while that some of the 
worst damage to race relations was being done not by the cartoon vari¬ 
ety of thick-necked, pigheaded white racist, but by white liberals and rad¬ 
icals with the very best of intentions. 

I remembered an MRR column—I think it was by Tim—where he 
complained about a television program on the decline of civility and man¬ 
ners in American public life. This was clearly aimed at young black men, 
he said, and he may have been right, even if civility and good manners 
should know no color. But while I have no doubt he meant well, there was 
a deep and troubling undercurrent of racism to his assumption that a) 
young black men are more likely to be rude and uncivil and b) that if 
young black men are indeed rude and uncivil, they shouldn't be expect¬ 
ed to change that behavior, that somehow rudeness and incivility were 
indigenous to being black. 

Now anyone who hasn’t lived in an all-white vacuum these past 
years knows that black people act in an infinite variety of ways, from 






street thug to doctor and lawyer to (one day soon, no doubt) President 
of the United States. But for some reason, white radicals like to main¬ 
tain this vision of black people as revolutionary Mau-Maus, ready at any 
moment to rise up and overthrow civilization. 

I think they see them as the shock troops of the revolution, and 
that’s why they get so upset when a black person gets a good education, 
begins speaking standard English, joins the middle class and moves to 
the suburbs, sometimes even, heaven forfend, becomes a political con¬ 
servative. When a white person does any of these things, it’s taken for 
granted, barely noticed. When a black person does them, a self-righteous 
white “anti-racist” is there to declare that he’s “lost his blackness.” 

I’ve recently come to realize that most of what passes for racial con¬ 
flict these days is not racial at all, but cultural. Only a few unreconstruct¬ 
ed Cro-Magnons still hate people based simply on the color of their skins. 
What people do hate and fear is the kind of behavior that is still, correct¬ 
ly or incorrectly associated with certain racial groups. 

A century ago, Irish immigrants were widely thought of as lazy, dis¬ 
honest, prone to crime and drunkenness. It was hard for them to get a 
decent job or move into a good neighborhood. Now Irish-Americans 
(though few really think of them as anything but Americans anymore) run 
universities, corporations, and governments. They did it by getting good 
educations, by hard work, by integrating themselves into the mainstream 
of American life. 

To suggest that black people can’t accomplish the same thing is idi¬ 
otic, even though they obviously have a harder row to hoe because of 
being more obviously “different.” But nobody, black or white, is doing 
them any favors by suggesting that they should “stay black,” by glorifying 
the gangsta and the thug, by suggesting that ghetto English is just as 
good as standard English, by applying different, more tolerant standards 
of scholarship to half-baked theories of Afrocentrism, by taking seriously 
charlatans and dingbats like Jesse Jackson or Spike Lee. 

Perhaps it’s not my place to say this, but I think that if I were a black 
person, I would be deeply insulted at the quality of the “leaders” and 
spokesmen that white America seems willing to accept on behalf of black 
people. One of Martin Luther King's most memorable phrases involved 
judging people not by the color of their skin, but by the content of their 
character. Now that seems to have been turned inside out: everything 
depends on the color of one’s skin. 

The mayor of San Francisco, Willie Brown, is a black man, but one 
who for many years has made his way deep into the white establishment. 
A very wealthy and very corrupt corporate lawyer, he has served the inter¬ 
ests of tobacco companies, chemical polluters, and virtually anyone else 
with enough money to buy his loyalty. Were it not for the color of his skin, 
he’d be classed as your standard white collar criminal. 

But because he is black, he is able, any time his systematic sell¬ 
ing out of San Francisco is questioned, to cry “Racist” at his accusers. 
And an amazing number of people, both black and white, buy it. But 
while some see San Francisco with a black mayor and call it 
“progress,” I think it’s just the opposite. A good mayor, regardless of 
race, is progress. A bad black mayor might, if anything, be worse than 
a bad white mayor because a black mayor, unlike a white mayor, is 


seen as a representative of his race. 

Is this fair? Of course not. And the sooner we get away from it, the 
better. Unfortunately the trend in recent years has been just the opposite: 
people want to see everything in terms of race. But it won’t work. Never 
has and never will. All you accomplish is a tribalization of society and the 
basis for constant warfare. 

So now maybe it’s time for me to tie all this together. How did I get 
from a tiny village in 99.9% white Iceland to the multi-racial, polyglot cul¬ 
tures of London, New York and San Francisco, and what does it all mean? 

Throughout my recent odyssey, the main question on my mind has 
been: what now? Having left what could have been a lifetime career in 
the music business, do I just sit about and watch the world go by, or 
am I meant to find some other work to carry on with? And while the 
exact nature of what I’m meant to do is still taking shape, it’s starting 
to become clear. 

Somehow, somewhere, I need to get a handle on this whole notion 
of culture and society, to understand how and why it is that people are 
able and willing to live with each other in large groups, and by coopera¬ 
tion and competition to build and develop this great hulking beast we call 
civilization. I’ve spent nearly my whole life underground, burrowing 
through subcultures and countercultures with hardly a thought for what 
went on above the surface, and now I seem to be emerging into the light, 
anxious to take my place in the larger scheme of things, wanting to be 
part of the whole panoply of human experience, and wanting to make my 
own contribution, however small, to the furtherance of life on this planet. 

Much of what I have learned and believed over the last half of 
the twentieth century has turned out to be wrong, and yet I feel the 
wiser for it. Nearly everything I think today may also turn out to be as 
pointless as yesterday’s tears and tomorrow’s fears. But I go on, 
indeed I do go on, and I thank all of you who have been patient 
enough to see this rather lengthy column through to the end. And to 
demonstrate that I haven’t quite forgotten everything gleaned from 
my journey through culture’s underbelly, I leave you with a bit of hip¬ 
pie wisdom from the first Whole Earth Catalog, circa 1969: “We are 
gods, so we might as well get good at it.” 



a ’m going to borrow a phrase used to describe a (male) friend of 
mine, I hope he doesn’t mind. His condition was diagnosed by his 
girlfriend a few years.back as “Male Answer Syndrome.” Now, I 
know that some of you guys are tempted to stop reading right now, per¬ 
haps to curse under your breath and start making quick assumptions 
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about my testosterone levels, my politics, my sexual preference. Whoa 
Nellie. Hang on there. Before you write me off as a ball-busting dyke with 
a five-o’clock shadow and throw your innocent copy of Punk Planet across 
the room (it can FEEL that, you know) let me assure you that though I 
would be proud to count myself among such people, I am none of the 
above. I am, however, a bit fed up. 

A good example of Male Answer Syndrome is as follows: A man, 
we'll call him Bob, says, “How are you?” I say, “Tm a little edgy. I just 
quit smoking three days ago.” Bob says, “Oh, you aren’t really in with¬ 
drawal anymore. It’s all in your head. You know what your problem is? 
Blah blah blah blah blah....” to which I reply, “Well, I think I’m still in a 
bit of physical withdrawal. I know what it feels like. I’ve felt it before and 
this is what it feels like.” You may assume that there’s a bit of edge in 
my voice here—your assumption would be correct. But by no means 
am I yelling, screaming, or biting his head off. He says, “Geez, I guess 
you ARE a little edgy.” Note that he still does not concede the possibil¬ 
ity that I might be right, only that I am a little edgy. If I wanted to, I could 
debate just about anything about myself with Bob. If Bob thought for 
some reason that I was wrong about my own shoe size, he would be 
perfectly comfortable trying to convince me that I was mistaken about 

* it, and then he would wonder why I was upset. I would very likely find 
myself saying something really stupid like, “But they're MY FEET. I’ve 
had them ALL MY LIFE.” First of all, this is just a stupid thing to say. 

H Second, it’s embarrassing to realize that you’ve found yourself in a posi- 
C tion where someone is repeatedly second-guessing you about your own 
I person. How, you ask yourself, did I let this happen? Why does it hap- 
pen so much? 

Q Another example: I go to a guitar shop, where a (male) friend of 
Q mine works, to buy a cheap guitar. I already have a really nice one—I 
^ want a beater guitar that I don’t have to worry about and can lend to peo- 

* pie, etc. My friend helps me with the guitar, then we go outside for his 
smoke break and he introduces me to one of the other guitar salesmen. 
My friend explains that I’m buying such-and-such a guitar, etc. The other 
salesman (we’ll call him Bob) looks at me and asks, “Can you play?” 
Now, I’m no Jimi Hendrix, but I was a little stunned by this question. My 
friend saw my condition and told Bob that I played really well, which I 
think is exaggerating a bit. Bob kind of smiled, like he thought that was 
probably quite untrue. I wanted to take Bob inside and plug in so that I 
could prove I could play a few chords, because I felt like he doubted it. 
But again, why should I have to prove that I can play the guitar? And quite 
honestly, would Bob ever in his right mind have asked a male customer 
who was in the process of purchasing a guitar from his place of employ¬ 
ment if he could play? Never! 

Are you still with me, boys? Are you going to remind me that plenty 
of women are obnoxious, pedantic know-it-alls? Well, I won't argue with 
you. But bear with me a few minutes more: 

Bob (not his real name) and I are in a town where he has never 
been, and where I once lived for many years. As we walk around, he is 
muttering to himself. “I wonder where the record store is? Hmm. Can 
you park here on Sundays without getting a ticket?” I keep repeating, 
“I used to live here. Urn, I know where that is. Yes, you can park for 


free. Yessir, I lived here for years. I know this place like the back of my 
hand...” but he seems not to be listening. Finally, he asks no one in 
particular where something is, and I say, “It’s over there!” to which he 
asks me, “How do you know?” Worse, he actually asks another man for 
directions in my presence. This was an extreme case, but the sentiment 
behind the behavior is alarmingly common. 

I think perhaps that not a day goes by where I’m not second- 
guessed and treated like an idiot by some guy at least once. 

One final example: Computer problems. I was having trouble with 
AOL, it seemed like a network problem. So I called the toll-free num¬ 
ber. “Hello, AOL tech support. This is Bob, how can I help you?” Bob 
asks me what software I’m running, what kind of computer I have, how 
much memory, etc. When I answer his questions, Bob informs me that 
I can’t possibly be running the version of software that I claim to be run¬ 
ning on the computer I claim to have. I explain that I am not mistaken 
about my set-up, and that I have been successfully running said soft¬ 
ware on said computer for a number of years. Bob continues to tell me 
that this is impossible. I explain that the trouble I’m having seems like 
a network problem. He says no way, there is no network problem. I hang 
up and call back, knowing that I’ll get someone else. Guess what? It's 
a network problem. I give the new guy my make, model, memory, and 
software run-down. I tell him about Bob’s assessment of my comput¬ 
er/software compatibility. He tells me that Bob is full of shit, which of 
course I knew, but somehow I felt the need to check it out anyway. I’ve 
started to doubt myself. 

And this, finally, is the clincher. It’s a lose-lose situation. If one 
defends oneself and makes an effort to prove that one is right, one 
ends up looking wrong. What kind of a person has to argue about direc¬ 
tions in their own home town? An insecure person. A person who is 
uncertain and fragile of ego. Also perhaps a person who is a femi-nazi, 
a bitch, etc, depending on the severity of the case. On the other hand, 
if one lets the offending man assume he’s right, or lets him go through 
the rest of his life asking female guitar shop customers if they know how 
to play, or lets him happily continue to tell women over the telephone 
that they cannot possibly be running their own computers in the way 
that they say they are, one is contributing to a different kind of prob¬ 
lem. I used the analogy of driving with one male friend of mine; no mat¬ 
ter what we did, he was always driving. He decided what we talked 
about, when we crossed the street, which direction we went in, what 
bench in the park we sat on, to the extent that he would actually inter¬ 
rupt me to change the subject to his liking, or try to steer me physical¬ 
ly. I had two choices: to fight him every second, or to become a mal¬ 
leable child. 

Do I hear a chorus of “So don’t hang out with guys like that!”? 
Point taken. But be advised that I often get that very advice from guys 
who imagine themselves not to be “like that.” Often, I catch them at it 
too. In my opinion, this is the way the world is set up. Women are igno¬ 
rant until proven learned, stupid until proven smart, clueless until 
proven informed. It’s not that Bob doesn’t believe that I know what I’m 
doing once I’ve proven it, but why do I always have to prove it? It’s a 
lot of work. 





These stories are essentially true—I’ve changed only a few details. 
Some people might actually recognize themselves in these scenarios, 
but I’m beyond caring. I have spent years feeling like there is something 
wrong with me for being disturbed by this kind of thing. I and others have 
blamed it on PMS, nicotine withdrawal, and so on. A little fact I’ve 
learned about PMS and nicotine withdrawal, though: In my case, they 
don’t create problems that weren’t there, they just make them a little 
harder to tolerate. That’s about where I’m at with Male Answer 
Syndrome, and I’m through with psychoanalyzing myself, trying to figure 
out why it bothers me. It bothers me. Since I'm destined to be assailed 
with Male Answer Syndrome by strangers until I die, I figure the least I 
can do is eliminate the offending behavior from my chosen relationships. 
That means that if you can’t respect me enough to assume I have a 
brain without forcing me to prove it every five minutes, you probably 
don’t have anything to offer me that’s worth the trouble. Does this sound 
harsh? Well, I’m ten days off cigarettes. Give me a few weeks. But I have 
a feeling I’ll say the same thing. And a note to anyone who wants to try 
to tell me that none of this has anything to do with gender: Give it your 
best shot, but I doubt you’ll convince me. And if you’re a guy and you 
find yourself telling me (instructing me, informing me, otherwise enlight¬ 
ening me) as to whether or not I’ve been oppressed in a given situation, 

I think you’ll be making your point. Perhaps not the one you were after, 

however. Ah, well. Win some, lose some. 

• • • 

Violation Fez #6 is out: Send $1 or zine trade to Violation Fez c/o 
Leah Ryan, PO Box 2228, Times Square Station, New York, NY, 10108 



How I Spent My Summer Vacation, Pt. I 

here I was, smug as could be, grilling the Navy fighter-jet pilot. 
As a representative of the Fallon Naval Air Station, I thought 
it would be appropriate to discuss the abuses FNAS pilots 
have made on Nevada’s landscape, wildlife and citizens. Apparently the 
Topgun level pilot was aware of recent media coverage of FNAS. He 
expressed some diplomatic concern about the veracity of the reports. I 
was more concerned about the issues raised back in old school times, 
way, way back in ‘89. The San Jose Mercury News printed a story—local 
media conveniently left this one out—about FNAS pilots acting like rene¬ 
gade psychos by buzzing cattle and cars on Highway 50, and in a con¬ 
temporary John Wayne twist of bravado, shooting bighorn sheep from 
their fighter pilots. 

On an even deeper level, the book Bravo 20, by UC Berkeley profes¬ 


sor/photographer, Richard Misrach, photographically tells the story of the mil¬ 
itary’s blatant disregard of the Bravo 20 landscape, previously sacred Indian 
territory. FNAS bombed the utter shit out of it. Live ammunition pokes into 
the sky from the Bravo 20 desert floor. Pools—bomb craters, actually—of 
fluorescent standing water sit alongside bombed-out school busses and sur¬ 
plus military tanks. 

For the Navy, it’s just target practice. One problem: Bravo 20 was, 
under technical US law, public land. The military appropriated it for its 
own use, as the U.S. government tends to do, and a few activists 
stepped in to relay the story FNAS doesn’t want told. At the bare min¬ 
imum, by using the land as a bombing range, the military has visually 
devastated a portion of Nevada’s already struggling landscape. I’m not 
sure what happened after the documentary photos were published and 
circulated in art galleries worldwide. The Navy pilot said they still use 
the land for testing purposes, so I assume bureaucratic might reigned 
supreme yet again. 

Like with Christians, I've given up holding a grudge against mili¬ 
tary personal, or pretty much most people whose basic existence is 
antithetical to my own. Youth angst against authority types extends 
only so far when you turn 27. That’s not to say I’ve gotten over my 
issues with authority. Quite the opposite. But when I'm in a minor posi¬ 
tion of authority myself, it serves well to have a more refined sense of 
anger. Life’s too short to piss randomness down the drain constantly, 
and given depleting energy levels at my old school age, I have to save 
my gripes for issues that deserve it. Some members of the military, 
with no other visible Option available to them, are there for the college 
money. Some are punk rockers. Some are downright cool people. The 
girl who led our tour was sweet—she even knew Brian Everready from 
high-school. 

We were touring FNAS for “job week.” The video tape we watched 
before my Q&A session with the pilot was shown to promote FNAS and 
its Topgun-level elite fighter pilots. 

For the kids—the teens Mike and I lead, as well as the young 
kids’ group—our visit there was just another indoctrination attempt by 
the military's PR machine that constantly steamrolls the nation. For 
Mike and I, and maybe the other counselors, it was yucko PR. Just 
like MTV alternative rock, Beavis and Butthead, and Surge—the stuff 
the teens we lead are avid fans of—it was unacknowledged propa¬ 
ganda as usual. 

Until I opened my big mouth. It was the video that set me off. 
Person-to-person action can be portrayed and analyzed genuinely. 
Sincere beliefs can be conveyed more convincingly, and acutely, than a 
military ad. The Navy video was blatant bullshit—unless you’re young and 
impressionable or downright stupid like most of America. It went beyond 
the point of “Here’s what we do...” to “Here’s what we want you to believe 
in...” Projecting agendas onto people, especially to kids who have enough 
trouble with being bombarded with similar indoctrination attempts, is 
something I take umbrage against. It doesn’t matter if its the straightedge 
cult, Hari Krishnas or McDonald’s. 

Since I was well aware of FNAS’ past abuses, I pointed the questions 
in the direction the pilot probably wasn’t prepared for. Since he basically 
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bragged that Navy planes consume enough gas to last one car 20 years, I 
asked if the Navy was planning on alternative fuel sources given oil’s scarci¬ 
ty. His answer was that the engines bum fuel more efficiently, and that’s the 
focus researchers work on. Well, it’s a step in the one right direction even 
if it ignores the certainty of a diminishing fuel supply. Overall, his tone was 
one of a bureaucrat. 

This pilot is going to be a great politician one day. His answers 
sung with the overly verbose tone needed for press conferences and 
military PR. He acknowledged maybe “a few wildcards” at FNAS in the 
past but had never personally witnessed any wrong doings because 
things are followed like clockwork and every detail is accounted for at 
FNAS. Whatever. 

At least the kids were exposed to some cynicism that went beyond 
what they already deliver to Mike and myself. As much as I can, I try to 
present an objective to them that is most probably absent from the rest 
of their lives. 

That’s how I spent my summer, finally in a job where my skills are 
used for something at least partially constructive. For once I feel a real 
value in what I do. The pay sucks, and lack of health insurance is looking 
to be a problem for me, but I can honestly say I enjoy what I do. 

I started as a teen counselor after a grueling month home from tour. 
Things were going really badly for me. The worst ever, probably in my 
entire existence. The short of it was severe depression. Not enough to 
land me in a hospital or anything but enough to put my entire life on hold 
for a good while, waiting for something in me to kick in, or else end up 
dead from thinking, and occasionally behaving, destructively. 

Through a variety of devices, I mostly got over it. Enough to be moti¬ 
vated again anyway. The job, which directly influenced how I view my exis¬ 
tence, helped. 

I first coordinated an after-school teen program for mostly delin¬ 
quent low-income kids. Suddenly a replay of the amounts of stress I gave 
my authority figures growing up became vivid. I jokingly referred to my 
tenseness as a form of poetic justice. It came in moments when, for 
example, one kid threw garbage out of the van window. Another was 
hyperactive and in dire need of some attention. And once I had to drive 
a group of other like-hormoned cases out to Reno’s housing project sub¬ 
urbs—all the while hoping they wouldn’t force me to stop and act the 
authority role just to get them to simmer down. 

Reno, always catering to the Tourist (they’re treated as Tourists, not 
tourists, here in the Sierra’s foothills), had the brains enough to send low- 
income housing developments into its north valleys. Locales like Sun 
Valley are basically a sea of trailers housing a disproportionate amount of 
ex-cons. When the summer teen program visited the Sheriff’s office, two 
of the kids got to say hello to their uncle who was visiting against his will. 
Part of my job was to pick up the teens and drop them off in the North 
Valley. Hopefully, these runs were incident free. 

They were a great bunch for the most part. The trouble-makers left 
after a while, mostly on their own accord. Not being allowed by Mike and 
I to behave like budding thieves, cheats, and liars proved to be “too bor¬ 
ing” for the program’s more lively teens. 

We were left with a mostly apathetic group of teen girls who were 


content sitting around doing nothing all day and were supposed to pro¬ 
vide them with something to do. Half-heartedly, we tackled the impossi¬ 
ble: a major hike up a good-sized mountain; counseling one girl who was 
quick on her way to being anorexic; abating sugar-and caffeine-induced 
mood shifts; having some of our things stolen by another group’s teen; 
and, of course, trying to reduce boredom down to manageable level. I 
invited Jen and Rob’s girlfriend, Andrea, in with their ferrets for a ferret 
show and tell. Shit like that. 

It was nice to visit Lake Tahoe once a week. Going swimming a few 
times a week was a great plus. And I saw every fucking mainstream movie 
that came out in the past few months—for free. 

It was mainly during “teen talks” where I got to impress upon them 
different ways to view issues we had to talk about. Fred Woodworth’s anti¬ 
computer rant gave me good ideas to present during the computer camp. 
The list of pro-computer uses paled to why computers might not be a bet¬ 
ter idea after all. The talk on prejudice got them thinking about all kinds 
of prejudice—including reverse prejudice—not just race-based, as the 
teens assumed from the beginning. This talk was first because some of 
the girls openly expressed disgust toward homosexuals. Showing them 
that prejudice against fat people, or young people, or people who just 
happen to be different, as they all were to certain degrees, is the same 
prejudice they held in their anti-homo comments. Impressing upon them 
consequences, not my own biases or beliefs, was important, especially in 
these instances. Having been treated differently for whatever reasons, 
something they confessed to dislike, was the same as when they railed 
against homosexuality. 

Occasionally getting them to think outside the mold they were used 
to, and being a good pal to them, was how I viewed my role to the teens. 

I felt my place in the program was successful. My role was only threat¬ 
ened once. That was when I almost got arrested by a U.S. Marshall on a 
field trip. 

Stayed tuned next issue to see what happened.... 

• • • 

As always, I can be reached at PO Box 9382, Reno, NV 89507. Or 
if you want to wait indefinitely to receive an e-mail reply, I can be reached 
at bobc@cs.unr.edu A new issue of Second Guess will hopefully be out 
soon. Watch for an ad in an upcoming issues of PP. 



a recently got fired for the first time. This summer I was doing an 
internship at a photo studio in Chicago and in early August, I got 
canned for throwing a few apples out of a window. They all harm- 












lessly hit the street but I was “terminated” within 10 minutes. I can't decide 
whether or not to be really pissed about this or just laugh my ass off. 

• • • 

I didn’t really have any expectations for the More than Music festival 
in Columbus this past July. I knew Dillinger Four, Code XIII, Promise Ring, 
and Spazz were playing but that was the extent of my knowledge of the 
happenings at the fest. When I arrived at the venue (it appeared to be a 
high school), I saw that there were workshops scheduled for Saturday and 
I have to admit, the words “hippie shit” crossed my mind as I imagined 
some big love-in. “Radical education?” I envisioned a bunch of crushes 
with their anarchy patches throwing around “rise up” and “fuck the sys¬ 
tem/Man” slogans while gesticulating as if throwing molotav cocktails at 
schoolhouses. 

The workshops were to be held at a park near where I was staying 
(by the way, thanks Donna for letting 5 scraggly youths crash at your 
place) so Saturday around 1 we arrived at the park in the middle of the 
“radical education” workshop. I was pleasantly surprised by what I 
heard. Imagine, a group of punks sitting around discussing education in 
a coherent, civilized manner and even debating and arguing about it 
intelligently. I was impressed. I was even more impressed by the num¬ 
ber of people involved in the discussion that said they were teachers or 
were training for their teaching certification. I actually learned some¬ 
thing, too. I had never heard of free school before this discussion. For 
others who may not have heard of them either, they are (from what I 
gathered) privately funded supplement programs to “real” school that 
operate free of charge to students. 

A week or so later, I told my friend Martin—who used to teach and 
now works with kids—about the discussion and we ended up talking 
about opening up a full-time free grade school, funded privately and 
taught by radicals. I can’t imagine how amazing that would be—to give 
kids a chance to think for themselves right from the beginning. Can you 
picture what the world would be like if we were taught the correct version 
of Columbus’ “discovery” of America? Or if we learned as little kids the 
state of emergency that the entire planet is in environmentally? These 
might sound like little insignificant details of education but an entire cur¬ 
riculum based on radical politics, humyn compassion, and independent 
thought would be ingrained in every little way like that from the little 
details to administrative practices. I am still inspired by this conversation 
and a few others we’ve had since then on this topic and try to picture how 
different I’d be if I had learned about the massacre at El Mozote or the 
Bay of Pigs when I was 6 instead of 17; if historical political figures were 
exposed for who they really were; if I had actually been taught critical 
thinking skills in addition to reading, writing, and ‘rithmetic. Oh yeah, and 
to not have been forced to accept propaganda sent to schools by the 
meat and dairy councils. 

Much as I wanted to attend the “moshing 101” workshop, I opted for 
the “queer workshop” instead. I was again very surprised by the discussion 
and by how many people in the group said they were gay or bi. It was 
almost inspiring to see so many punks (PUNKS!) engaged in productive and 
mind-opening discussions. If you haven’t gathered so far, I’ve been rather 
jaded about the apathy of punks and people in general and this day was 


proving to be rather uplifting in that regard. I spoke a few times and some¬ 
thing really strange happened. Each time I opened my mouth I got really 
nervous, I started shaking and stuttering and had a difficult time formulat¬ 
ing words and sentences. I’m by no means a shy person—anyone that 
knows me could probably tell you how I can blab and blab and strike up a 
conversation with anyone. But for some reason, having 200 strange eyes 
looking at me and 100 people sitting in the grass listening to me with 
respectful silence really freaked me out. I really admire the people that had 
the courage to tell their intensely personal, excruciatingly emotional stories 
to a crowd full of strangers. 

One of the times I spoke I said that, as a heterosexual, I didn’t think 
it was really my place to talk about queer issues in my column because how 
the fuck do I know about their struggles and dilemmas? A number of 
(queer) people responded, saying they thought that would be one of the 
coolest, most supportive gestures anyone could make. Sometimes I think 
that an anti-homophobia stance is assumed, at least with people that I 
consider to be my peers, but when I really think about it, I know that’s not 
true. I never felt that I needed to declare my pro-queer, anti-homophobia 
attitude because I figured it should be clear but maybe I was wrong. Case 
in point: I recently got a zine for review that had a “no homophobic mate¬ 
rial accepted” disclaimer but contained an article that said that 2 men hav¬ 
ing sex was disgusting (fucking fallacious liberals—you make me sick). 

I think out of all my good friends, only 1 is gay. He came out a few 
years ago and I never said anything about it to him. I didn’t want to seem 
like one of those goddamn facetious liberals gushing about how down with 
homosexuality they are and blah blah blah and my other reasoning at the 
time was that even though I hung out with him on occasion, I wasn't real¬ 
ly that close to him and it was none of my business. Of course, now I feel 
foolish for not having said anything to express explicit support. So even 
though now that we are close friends and it is probably obvious that I am 
pro-queer, here goes: Martin, I love you and even though it may be long 
overdue, I fully support you in coming out and I stand by you in everything 
you do and say. 

And now, for an abrupt 180 degree turn. At one point on Sunday at 
the fest, I walked inside the venue just in time to see some kid yell some¬ 
thing toward the otherwise quiet stage and run outside, obviously agitated. 
Apparently, there had been an argument about the rumors that a member 
of one of the bands at the fest had raped 2 girls. Amazingly, this argument 
spawned a space-wide discussion about rape which included almost every¬ 
body in the (I’m estimating here) 400+ crowd. Everybody sat down on the 
Tloor and stage and very politely engaged in a two and a half hour long dis¬ 
cussion about rape with a scope and depth that left me breathless. The 
number of people that stood up and recounted their own stories of being 
raped was astounding. I couldn’t believe the once-in-a-lifetime, invaluable 
event I was a part of: hundreds of people from all over the country and from 
all different perspectives and backgrounds all gathered in one space talk¬ 
ing about such a vital and omnipresent issue. I mean, the potential of this 
type of communication was truly mindblowing. I felt giddy with excitement 
that this was happening but at the same time I felt extremely angry and 
resentful toward the few detractors. 

One womyn who had previously disrupted the queer workshop by 
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defending the hardline we-don’t-hate-gays-we-just-condemn-everything- 
about-them stance kept screaming about not letting .the discussion 
become a witch-hunt just because two rather well-known punkers were 
accused of rape. Another womyn said into the mic that lots of people 
wanted to see the bands and had traveled really long distances to see 
bands so we should cut- the discussion short, you know, maybe give it 
another half an hour, even though something like 20 bands had already 
played and there were only 4 or 5 left. The utter cluelessness, selfish¬ 
ness, and callousness of her remarks made me want to pummel her 
with rotten tomatoes. Rape is everywhere, it affects everybody. I can’t 
comprehend the enormity of blindness that would prevent somebody 
from seeing the value of communication in this form and on such a 
scale. Fucking shame on you. It's people like you that make me feel 
embarrassed to be associated with punk and with youth. That womyn 
was dumbly brave enough to express those sentiments out loud—how 
many more were thinking the same thing? Fuck you all. That may not be 
a very productive phrase to say but that’s how I really feel—no need to 
sugar-coat it—and that’s what I wanted to scream at all the comfort¬ 
able, pickled-brain ignoramuses present just before pelting them with 
rotten tomatoes. 

Unfortunately, I had to leave before the discussion ended but even 
now, I still think about it a lot and it continues to be a source of inspi¬ 
ration (morons aside). I witnessed something vital and spontaneous 
that will probably never happen again in my lifetime. Someone talked 
about organizing an all-workshop festival and that’s rad, but fuck, if 
there hadn’t been bands playing at More than Music, I wouldn’t have 
gone because I thought workshops were lame and pretentious. 
Although I have a different opinion about workshops now, I think draw¬ 
ing people in with music and getting them to at the very least listen to 
these discussions is much more positive and pro-active than having a 
bunch of people who all pretty much agree with each other sit around 
talking and slapping each other on the backs. The More than Music 
experience and the few letters I get from like-minded individuals from 
all over the world remind me that there is a glimmer of hope—howev¬ 
er small—for free, independent thought and it gives me the motivation 
to keep on writing about these things in this column. To many of you, 
that’s probably a bad thing. 

• • • 

Karen Townsend from LaCrosse, Wl: The envelope I sent you got 
returned. If you still want the articles on East Timor, write me another let¬ 
ter and fer Christ sakes, write legibly! 

I am still offering copies of articles on the East Timor/Indonesia con¬ 
flict. Please send a SASE with 2 stamps if you are interested. Seriously, not 
a single person has sent stamps or postage money yet and it would really 
help me get the articles to you in a timely fashion. 

• • • 

Please write to me at: PO Box 2110 Champaign, IL 61825-2110 or 
kimbae@punkplanet.com (take note cyberjerkies! New email address) A 
stamp for reply is always appreciated but not required, of course (particu¬ 
larly as far as the incarcerated are concerned). 



“Which path do you intend to take, Nell?” asked the Constable, sounding very 
interested. “Conformity or rebellion?” 

“Neither one. Both ways are simple minded—they are only for people who can¬ 
not cope with contradiction and ambiguity. ” 

—Neal Stephenson, The Diamond Age 
ou think that you are subversive. That by standing apart from 
society, whether in your musical taste, in your political beliefs, 
in your mode of dress, in the holes or designs on your bodies— 
you have marked yourself apart; you have purchased a ticket on a different 
train and are headed for a different destination. You, in your own small way, 
have changed and are continuing to change the world. 

Wrong. 

And this isn’t just cheap nihilism speaking either. Nope. I’ve developed 
(in my own fashion) an entirely new outlook on the world. I'm speaking of 
a whole new way of approaching your life. 

My philosophy's name? “Failurism.” 

My philosophy’s basic tenet: “Everyone, without exception, who tries 
to rebel, will fail." 

My philosophy’s basic corollary: “Everyone, without exception, who 
tries to conform, will fail." 

My philosophy, summed up: “You will fail.” 

How can this be, you ask. There are any number of instances through¬ 
out history when rebellion succeeded: The American Revolution, The French 
Revolution, The wars against various colonial powers, abstract expression¬ 
ism, rock and roll. They all succeeded, right? 

Nope. They were all just outcroppings of subversion that were were 
either rapidly co-opted by society at large or rapidly turned into an irrelevant 
side show. Of course, society was propelled forward by these small erup¬ 
tions, and life became better for many people who had previously been 
serfs of the worst kind, but the radical changes didn’t happen. 

Or, perhaps a better way of thinking about is that those changes did 
happen, just so slowly that no one really noticed or cared. The 60s, that 
mindless period of attempted social unrest, did in fact bring forth some 
great civil rights laws which are not well enforced, and did end a war only 
fifteen years after the anti-war movement began, and did legalize drugs— 
whoops, they didn’t do that either. Punk, when it arose, was going to be, 
as Greil Marcus once said, a big “No!” to society. Instead, it now sells 
increasing numbers of Epitath records. 

Part of the problem, of course, is that all revolutionary movements are, 
on a certain level, insular and elitist. A small core of right thinkers who have 


















divined their pure insights lord over the poor, huddled masses who live in 
some kind of false consciousness. Thus, they are largely ignored. There’s a 
reason why people in the “real” world don’t really care what Andrea Dworkin, 
Tim Yohannan, Louis Farrakhan, and Rage against the Machine have to say. 
The reason is that people do not like being talked down to, like children, and 
will generally dismiss whatever these condescending folks have to say. 

For all of the left's talk of moral relativism, in reality it proposes the same 
kind of moral absolutism favored by Evangelical Christians. They know what’s 
good for you, so shut up, change your opinion, and follow us into the ether. 

For that matter, the similarity between those who define what is “cool” 
and those who would define what is “right” are virtually kissing cousins. The 
people at certain magazines who deign to come down from the mountain 
to inform us of what we can listen to without “selling out” are aped by the 
preachers who tell us what we can do in order to be “saved.” 

You know how I was saved? I began to stop paying attention to what I 
“should” like or “should” think and began to think for myself. I used to only 
like punk. Now I like thirty different kinds of music too. That doesn’t mean 
I’m a sellout, it means that I’ve discovered that my taste was broader. I used 
to be a knee jerk leftist, then a knee jerk libertarian—now I just vote for can¬ 
didates, regardless of party affiliation, who stand for things that I believe in. 
If that's someone whom, I’m told, has no chance to win, I don’t care. 

That’s the key to failurism—you will fail if you try to follow and you will 
fail if you try to act in opposition to those who follow. You will succeed only 
if you chose your own path (which may mean following sometimes and 
opposing sometimes) and trusting your instincts (of course, my instinct was 
to name my band “Mens Rea,” so I guess you can take that recommen¬ 
dation with a grain of salt). 

Anyway, if you’re a total punk and you like that Aqua song “Barbie 
Girl”, admit it. If you’re a skinhead who decides that they really like Wu Tang 
Clan, admit it. If you’re a Dischord granola and you decide that, despite 
everything, you really like that Fiona Apple song “Criminal”, go and buy it. 
Don't let anyone tell you what to do, or you’ll be doomed to the kind of 
pathetic, reactionary existence that you so despise. Of course, now that I’m 
starting to preach, I’m signing off. 

dcahr@punkplanet.com 
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o you like living in England?” I asked. 

“Yeh,” he replied matter-of-factly. “I’m English,” he 
added with a grin, as though this should go without say¬ 
ing. Silly American girl. 


I sat alone in the pub, wrecked. Wrecked from eight hours of hitch¬ 
hiking the length of England, from Leeds in the North down to the south¬ 
ern coastal town of Brighton. I was losing the courage to stand, so I sat 
at the round, lacquered wooden table, having a glass of strong cider, star¬ 
ing around the empty room at the old dusty paintings scattered on 
papered walls. The colours in English pubs are always deep and rich, the 
woodwork darkly stained, the booths plush, the lighting warm and bright. 
This afternoon, the sun’s last light spilled between the drapes like hot 
lemon tea. I felt indescribably dirty—the kind of sense of filth only 
acquired from travelling. My eyelids felt as though they had been given a 
coat of wet cement. 

Later, upstairs, I watched the Leeds band—Imbiss—play their all 
too short set. We had come down that day for the occasion, and for gui¬ 
tarist Andrew’s birthday. In spite of their pickled state, Imbiss played an 
amazing set. 

After the gig and the pub’s closure at 11:30, thirteen of us made 
the short trip down to Brighton Beach. Resting along the shore and out 
into the Channel was a massive pier; the inevitable tourist monstrosity, lit 
up by thousands of garish lights and filled with tacky and overpriced stalls. 
We headed down to the beach itself, which, lacking sand, was comprised 
entirely of small, smooth pebbles about the size of strawberries. 

Callum and I shared a two-litre bottle of something called White 
Magic. A vile potion posing cleverly as white cider, it boasted an alcohol 
volume of 7.5%. Callum consumed the greatest share of White Magic, 
and believe me, it was magical. We lay on the beach for three hours, 
drinking, smoking various substances, throwing stones into the piss- 
flavoured sea, and conspiring to climb up the dock and into the now- 
closed pier—which three kids achieved precariously before being almost 
instantly escorted uneventfully to the gates by a flashlight-weilding secu¬ 
rity guard. 

In the morning, I felt fucked again, haunted by White Magic’s spell 
and a severe lack of sleep. Brighton’s sloping, cheerfully painted rows of 
houses reminded me of San Francisco. We didn’t linger. My trospy com¬ 
panion and I set off for London, a fifty mile hitch. It took five hours. We 
were saved by an Arsenal fan driving a refrigerated cheese van. 

Once we had arrived in North Woolwich, in. south London, we 
hopped onto a Britrail train without paying and rode north into the town. 
He got off at Hackney, and walked away without a backward glance. I 
stepped out of the train five stations along, at Camden Road. 

I didn't see him until a few days later, in Leeds, and he had already 
made me invisible again. 

• • • 

They had made a detailed plan for the day; the beer and food to 
buy (Manchester United beer, incidentally), the sleeping bags to pack, 
the drugs to bring, and which bus to catch the Temple Newsom. The 
only thing we couldn’t count on was exactly how we were to sneak into 
the festival grounds. 

V97—a two-day, three stage music festival in Leeds and 
Chelmsford—cost £50 to most punters for both days, the equivalent of 
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almost $100, but we were going to dodge that little technicality. There 
was no way we could imagine paying more than even one pound for one 
of the weakest of English summer festivals. Unlike Glastonbury and 
Reading, V97 has no soul, no tradition, no history—this is only it’s sec¬ 
ond year of existence. Worst of all, the “V” stands for “Virgin,” as in Virgin 
Records, Virgin Atlantic and Virgin Cola, the only soft drink available on 
the site. It was grotesquely corporate, which would make it even more of 
a laugh to sneak in. 

It turned out to be almost embarrassingly easy to nick in. Whilst 
the festival planners had constructed a ten-foot high solid wall around 
the whole site, they didn't anticipate the massive but inconspicuous 
gap we found after scouting the whole perimeter. We ended up just 
walking in among the constant pack of suckers who had coughed up 
fifty quid. Then we found a space on the grass to loiter and watch Beck 
playing about 100 yards away, courtesy of the two jumbo screens flank¬ 
ing the stage. 

The following day, we all came back and nicked in again, but not 
before a severe soaking by a passing storm. Though most of the bands 
were shite, we did manage to see Pavement, Symposium, and finally Blur 
finishing off the festival before 20,000 screaming Britons. 

• • • 

A week later, I left Leeds for London. I travelled by bus, it took three 
and a half hours. I had come to like Leeds, and the North, but being in 
the same town with him had become unbearable. I had made a dozen 
new friends, and was grateful for all of them, but the boy who had invit¬ 
ed me to Leeds so many months ago had forgotten who I was. 

He left town the day before I did, to see a band play in 
Middlesborough. He didn’t say goodbye. He simply disappeared. It didn’t 
have to be that way. But, I was told that his behaviour conformed to his 
character, and this wasn’t the first time he had done this to someone. 
Leeds rolled past the plexiglas window of the bus, grey and sprawling, and 
I was resigned to let him fade with it. 

• • • 

We were awakened the following Sunday morning by a phone call 
from America at quarter to seven. Melissa’s mother. It would be 10:45 
pm in California. Why was she calling so very, very early? Was it urgent? 
Had somebody died? Indeed. 

In the next few hours, millions of Britons would be awakened to the 
news that their beloved Princess was dead. 

I met up with Oliver six and a half hours later at the Camden Town 
tube station. We had an English breakfast of tea, toast, beans, pota¬ 
toes, mushrooms, and a fried egg (mmm!), then took a bus into the 
center of London, to Trafalgar Square. Though the square seemed to 
bear the usual weight of pigeons and tourists, there was something 
wrong today. Something tangible. A stillness, a silence, a certain lack 
of joy. The reason was obvious. We went up into Soho to have a cup 
of coffee. 

On the way back toward the Chafing Cross Road, we were stopped 
in the street by a long haired man with a slurred Cockney accent, asking 


for a cigarette. Oliver handed one over. As the man lit it, he related to us 
his experience of nicking some flowers earlier and taking them up to the 
palace for Diana. 

“I pushed right through all them fuckers and put them right down at 
the gates,” he illustrated, seemingly barely able to stand. The skin on his 
cheeks seemed impossibly dry and scaly. “It’s a fucking shame man,” he 
said, dragging on the smoke. 

“That’s a beautiful gesture,” replied Oliver as we escaped. 

“Think he was drunk?” I asked. Oliver seemed to believe that there 
were much harder drugs at work on that fellow. 

We headed up the Mall (rhymes with “pal”) towards the ICA gallery 
to meet up with some of Oliver’s mates to do some skating and more cof¬ 
fee. At the end of the Mall, Buckingham Palace loomed in the distance. 
The long road was populated by grim faces and hastily purchased floral 
bouquets. It was a sunbathed day, and a vigorous breeze brought all the 
lowered flags to life. 

• • • 

I grew to love London. In spite of the way that cars have the right 
of way over pedestrians. In spite of the poisonous air and high cost of 
nearly everything. In spite of the Spice Girls’ evil plan to infiltrate all cor¬ 
ners of society. 

I grew to love that London has the best public transportation system 
in all the world. And I miss that. I miss walking along the still and foul 
Camden Canal, and hearing the rats rustle in the underbrush to one side 
and watching old men fishing patiently on the banks to the other side, 
knowing they’ll only be catching anchovies. I miss the significantly less¬ 
ened feeling of tension and fear on the city streets, as well as the nearly 
nonexistent threat of guns. I miss the kids playing football in the patch of 
grass down the road from Karen's flat, kicking the ball clumsily into imag¬ 
inary nets. I miss riding on top of the split-level buses, and sitting in the 
front pretending to steer. 

London is a rich town, inhabited by a complete spectrum of rich to 
poor, princes to paupers, and a complete spectrum of people of all imag¬ 
inable nationalities. The pound is still the soundest currency available in 
the world, and it will take a bloody fight to turn it into a “Euro” in a cou¬ 
ple of years. London never stops evolving, London is tied to the past, 
London is always moving, but it is still solid as stone. There is a self- 
awareness that London is the coolest place to be at the moment, and it 
doesn’t seem like an entirely undeserved title. If you look long enough, 
you can find almost anything you want there—except for good, cheap 
Mexican food. 

I promised myself that when I returned to Berkeley, one of the first 
items on the agenda was a super veggi burrito. Then I would stand in the 
shower until all the cinders and diesel and filth from London’s streets had 
spun down the drain. 

• • • 

Jane Hex. PO Box 989, Berkeley, CA. 94701. 
janehex@punkplanet.CQm. Cheers. 







20 Ideas for Darker Days 

/ 1 \ llttle P° made swe P t gracefully over your hair makes every- 
/ ^ \ thing alright sometimes. It’s nice to know that when the 
world crashes down around you and it seems like nothing 
you do is right and that all the news you hear is bad and there's a hole 
in the ground just waiting for your foot to find it, that your hair looks beau¬ 
tiful. It’s not much, but it’s something. 


It’s reassuring to remember that when you feel like the cards are stacked 
against you, there’s a pair of rollerskates at the thrift shop that’s just your 
size, waiting to be filled with you feet and taken for a spin. 


It always amazes me that when things feel like they will never get better, 
grabbing a samosa from the Indian fast food joint always gives just a lit¬ 
tle bit of hope that they will. 

When your ears feel like they can’t listen to another person tell you that 
your dreams are meaningless and that you will amount to nothing, it’s 
good to know that the volume knob on the stereo will never let you down. 
Let the music wash over you so loudly that the neighbors from the build¬ 
ing next door yell at you to turn it down. Just turn it up louder. 


When waves of pain crash against your soul, it’s good to know that you 
can fight back the tide with a really nice pair of pants. Or a really hot shirt. 
Or a slick pair of shoes. Or a punk rock belt (always double stud, always 
fashionable). 

On those days when you just need to shut off and not let another bad 
thought doublecross your mind, it’s good to know that the TV is always 
broadcasting something inane. Sit down, shut up, shut off. It may be bull¬ 
shit like Full House , it may be the Electric Company, if you're lucky it may 
be Xena Warrior Princess, but whatever it is, you almost always feel better 
when it’s over. 

When the phone rings and rings and rings but still no one picks up, it’s 
good to know that your watch is still running. Still counting down the 
hours and minutes and seconds. Because as long as your watch runs, so 
does time. And it never runs out. 


It’s good to know that when you feel completely alone, no matter how 
hard, no matter how long, no matter how loud—when you scream, your 
voice can never, ever be taken away from you. 

There are days that it seems like everything is conspiring against you. 
Days when everything you touch turns to shit. Days that you just wish 
could end that very second. And on days like that keep in mind that that 
you have a place you can sleep, and when you wake up, you can take a 
shower and put on clean clothes and pretend it's a completely new day. 

Always remember that the people who tell you to “smile, it will make you 
feel better,” are completely full of shit. It will probably make you feel 
worse. 

At work when the boss is breathing down your neck because the phone 
won’t stop ringing or the printer won’t print or the shelves always need 
stocking or the customers keep having stupid customer problems, always 
remember that there’s an entire ream of paper and a whole case of white 
out and a really excellent stapler and a box of pens somewhere nearby 
and that all those things will fit perfectly into a backpack. 

When both bike tires are flat and the car won’t start and it start to rain on 
your walk to the train, it’s so wonderful that the words “fuck you” can still 
elicit such shocked reactions from anyone you say it to. 

And on days when the library doesn’t have the book you want and the 
record store doesn’t have the record you want, and the zine store does¬ 
n't have that zine you’ve been looking for, it’s important to remember that 
you’ve got all those things in your room and you probably haven’t checked 
them out in a while. 

When you feel emptiest inside, you can usually fill that void up a little 
with a couple slices of toast. You’re not gonna feel better, but at least 
you’ll be full. 

Even on days when your wallet is empty and the ATM machine rejects 
your card and you can’t go home because the credit card people keep 
calling and you don’t get paid for two weeks, the air and sun and the 
moon and the stars and the lake and the trees are always free. 

On days when you feel like your eyes just can’t look at another person 
and can’t read another word, close them and press really hard until you 
see fireworks and the pain shoots straight through to the back of your 
head and you have to open them again, blinking back tears in disbelief 
that something so simple can hurt so intensely. Now do it again. 

Giving the finger with both hands works so nicely to combat the feeling that 
everyone else in the room can do everything better than you, has more 
money than you, has better lovers than you (or a lover at all), and is 
smarter than you. The double bird is always so reliable for that. It’s even 
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better if you do it under the table or behind your desk or in your pants 
pockets. Then it’s your little secret so fuck them all. 

Running as fast as you can until you feel like your lungs are going to col¬ 
lapse and you fall on the ground, cutting the fuck out of your knee, gasp¬ 
ing for air and yelling swear words at the top of your lungs is brilliant for 
making you forget about that broken heart. 

For those times that you want nothing more than to be left alone, taking 
the phone off the hook will always mean that no one can get through. 

On days that your feet ache from walking and your brain aches from think¬ 
ing and your hands ache from working and your back aches from living 
and your heart aches from breaking, sometimes there really is nothing 
you can do to make yourself feel better. And sometimes, that’s enough. 

• • • 

sinker: po box 1559 Chicago IL 60690. sinker@punkplanet.com. Keep 
on keepin’ on. 
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a met Chris near the end of 1988. My friend Barbara went shop¬ 
ping at the Sunrise Mall one weekend and saw him sitting near 
the food court with his friend Kevin. Chris was the young and 
attractive one, with spiky bleached-hair and an older Token Entry 
shirt—the one with the Positive Force logo on the sleeve. Kevin was 
taller and goofier, probably wearing a flannel shirt and blue jeans the 
way he did every day. Barbara, whose favorite band at the time was 
Motley Crue, was in love with him. They exchanged numbers and made 
plans to hang out. 

That Monday, Barbara came into school with news about her latest 
crush. She told me how Kevin played drums for a local hardcore band 
and how Chris drove this amazing Ford Mustang. Neither of us could 
drive at the time, so I didn't understand what the big deal was: I’d rather 
have been carted around in a badly refurbished yellow-taxi than have to 
ride my bike around town anymore. I was impressed to hear he had a 
car at all. 

The first time we met, Chris and Kevin came to pick Barbara up 
from school. They were listening to a tape of the Gorilla Biscuits seven- 
inch and wondering when that Start Today album was supposed to come 
out. I could tell that I liked these guys right from the start. 

Kevin and I were the first to click, but similar to his relationship with 


Barbara, we drifted apart from each other as quickly as we became friends. 
He had a great sense of humor and was a talented drummer in a good 
band, but he was somewhat peculiar. I remember feeling particularly 
uncomfortable when I walked into his house and found him nonchalantly 
watching hardcore porn and laughing to himself. I remember standing over 
his shoulder at a party while he was throwing up in the toilet and wonder¬ 
ing out loud whether or not I was looking down on him because I was 
straightedge. Even worse than that, I remember fighting with him over the 
second Uniform Choice record. He actually thought it was “pretty good.” 
You have to draw the line somewhere, I thought. 

I don’t remember much about the early days with Chris. I don’t 
remember saying all that much to him and I don’t believe he ever said all 
that much to me. Most of the time, we just happened to be in the same 
car—hanging out, listening to tapes, and saying nothing to each other. 
That’s probably what its like whenever you put a couple of dejected 
teenagers in a room with each other. 

Not long after breaking up with Kevin, Barbara asked Chris if he was 
interested in a relationship. He accepted her proposal, willingly. 

Chris and Barbara became inseparable, even though their teenage 
relationship was rocky at best. I’d never been very much into girls, so 
often, they’d invite me to tag along with them: restaurants, movies, par¬ 
ties, wherever they went. Sometimes, I’d feel guilty for playing the part 
of a “third wheel,” but Chris wouldn’t have it. “I haven’t been with many 
girls either,” he admitted. “I know what it feels like to be alone and I 
don’t want you to ever have to feel that way.” 

I guess that was the first thing I noticed about Chris: The kid had a 
heart. And he was like no one I’d ever met before. 

I remember driving back from the Rocky Horror Picture Show one 
night. Barbara’s curfew was almost up, so Chris offered to drive her 
home before dropping me off. I sat in the car for almost fifteen minutes 
while they said goodbye, tired and bored. Finally, Chris stepped into his 
Mustang and triggered the ignition. 

“Is something wrong?” he asked. 

Actually, there was something wrong. “I feel like I don’t fit in, any¬ 
where,” I confided. “I feel like I could die tonight and there wouldn’t be 
anyone who'd care enough to cry for me. I feel as if, sometimes, I want 
to die.” 

There was silence for a short period of time before we pulled up to 
my driveway. I was cursing myself for ever having said anything at all, fig¬ 
uring I’d just fucked up another potential friendship. I was ready to pull 
the door open and walk out when I turned to say goodnight. But Chris 
wasn’t looking at me. He was looking down at the floor of his car, crying. 

“I’d care about you,” he said. “But who would care about me?” 

We sat in his car for almost four hours, talking. We had eighteen 
years of catching up to do. 

• • • 

Chris was quite simply the best friend I ever had. We used to sit in my 
room for hours every night, talking. We knew everything there was to know 
about each other. Therfc were no secrets between us. We loved each other 








as if there was no one else who could love us more—sometimes I still think 
there isn’t. 

Once, Chris called to see what I was doing for Thanksgiving. His 
night was already full: one dinner with his family, the other with 
Barbara’s. My family never really celebrated the holidays with pomp, the 
way other people did—my plan was to sit inside and watch the snow fall. 
Chris could sense my disappointment, but he didn’t say anything. 

I was sitting in my room, alone in the house, listening to side 4 of 
The Smiths’ Louder Than Bombs record over and over. I was wallowing 
in the self-pity pool of lyrics: “Good times for a change. See the life I’ve 
had could make a good man bad. So for once in my life, let me get what 
I want—Lord knows it would be the first time.” 

Lights pulled up on my driveway near midnight. There was a frantic 
wrap at the door. Chris stood there, shivering in the snow. “Are we gonna 
hang out or what?” 

I couldn’t believe this guy. I asked, “What about your work tomor¬ 
row?” 

“What makes you think I’d rather sleep than be with you?” 

I hopped in his brown van—by now the Mustang was history—and 
we were off. There was nowhere specific to go, so we drove aimlessly for 
over five hours. We became the type of friends who just wanted to be 
around each other. We never ran out of things to tell each other, and 
even if we did, it didn’t matter. It got to the point where we became con¬ 
vinced that because we were so close, we knew what each other was 
thinking. 

“You wanted me to come over tonight, didn’t you?” 

I nodded my head, with love. 

• • • 

Six months later, I had a dream. It was terrible. The kind that soaks 
your sheets in sweat. I woke up crying. 

I dreamt I was sleeping. The sun had just come up, my mother 
walked in, and she gently shook my shoulder. “Norman,” she whispered, 
“you have an important phone call.” 

I was startled by her tone, but I staggered to the kitchen—half- 
asleep, with a hoarse throat. I picked the phone up to my ear and heard 
crying before I could even say hello. It was Barbara. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“It’s Chris,” she said. “There’s been an accident and he wants to see 

you.” 

I dropped the phone and started screaming. My mother grabbed her 
car keys and drove straight to the hospital. When I ran in, no one could 
stop me from finding Chris. He was on the second floor, in a room, alone. 

I couldn’t stand to see him hurt. His head was in bandages and 
there still seemed to be dry blood on his face. When he saw me sit down 
beside him, he smiled at me. I grabbed his hand and stared at him for 
what seemed like hours. I wanted to tell him that I couldn’t live without 
him. I wanted to tell him that I’d let the rest of the world go to hell if I 
could just save him. I wanted to say anything, but my throat was too 
choked up. He held my hand tighter. 


His moan was faint, but distinct: “I love you, Norm.” 

The grip from his hand grew weaker. A green flat-line appeared on the 
monitor beside him. It was only 6AM when I woke up, but I called Chris 
anyway. 

“Are you okay?” 

Chris was still waking up, but he could tell I was upset. I told him 
about my dream, crying without cessation. It was the first time Chris ever 
took what I said lightly. He shrugged it off, with a gentle tone of voice: 

“You don't think I’d die on you, do you?” 

• • • 

April 30, 1990: Chris came by school to pick up Barbara. He asked 
me if I needed a ride home. I turned him down since I lived around the 
corner. 

I asked him if he wanted to come over tonight, like he used to. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, “but I just can’t do it. Ever since I got this new 
job I’ve been driving myself crazy. As soon as I get a better job, I’ll start 
coming over again. I promise.” 

I stood in the parking lot while they drove away. I walked home with 
my headphones on, listening to The Cure’s Disintegration LP: “Never 
quite knew what I wanted to say to you. Never quite knew the words to 
explain to you. Never quite knew how to make them believable. But now 
the time has come. Another time undone.” I went to bed early that night, 
worried that my relationship with Chris might be changing—wondering 
what I’d do without him. 

The next morning, there was a familiar tug at my shoulder. Barbara 
was on the phone, but it was too late to see Chris. I broke the phone 
receiver and stormed into my room, breaking everything I could find. He 
was already dead. 

• • • 

I think about Chris every day. I’ve never stopped feeling the intensi¬ 
ty of the blow. I think about his vigor for life and about all the plans we 
made together. I think about his body—pale and lifeless in a black open 
casket. I think about his promise to teach me how to drive that summer, 
and how I never bothered to learn after that. I wonder if I’m still waiting 
for him to show me. 

In some ways, I’ve always been looking for pieces of Chris in other 
people, but I know I can never replace him. I don’t think I’ll ever meet 
another person who would openly cry at the simple thought of letting me 
down. I don’t think I’ll ever meet anyone who can penetrate my heart in 
the same way he did. I don’t think I’ll ever be able 
to love someone as much as I loved him. 

You’d think I’d be over it after eight 
years, but fuck all of you. I haven’t 
nearly scratched the surface. 
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The Feds, and more! Vfppd US/$uppd World 


"Phoenix v.s. Denver" 10 " compilation with Mandingo, 
Pinhead Circus. Adam's Alcoholics, Subject Mad, The 
Camits, Dirty Laundry, Upbollow, Son of Sam, S 
£ucfcs Experiment, and more!!!! First 5oo on blue 
and white swirled vinyl!!!!!!!!!!! 

$(/.5oppd NA/$S.5oppd World 


all Ts are $3 US/$4 NA/$5 World 


CASH, CHECK, OP MONEY OWE* TO: 

DIRTY RECORDS 
PO BOX 6869 

GLENDALE, AZ 85312-6869 
(602) 938-U063 
mballO l@.cybertrails .com 
distributed b 




Available now^6r0G]5^d. U.S. / $9.00 World 


October, and beyond: 

Get Hustle 7" (former Antioch Arrow, Slug members) 
Sunshine 12" EP 

Sunshine / The Starlite Desperation 7" 

Gold Standard Labs. Box 11794 Berkeley, CA 94712 

Distributed by Bottlenekk 
T Tauri European tour February 1998 



We carry hardcore, punk, and indie labels from all over. 
Stuff like Three-OneG, Hopscotch, GSL Reservoir, Lovitt 
Slampt Havoc, Guided Missile, Flat Earth. Tribal War, 
Dischord, Kill Rock Stars, Donut Friends, Spectra Sonic 
Sound, Great American Steak Religion, Ixor Stix, 
DamagedGoods, Deep Six, Divot, Pessimiser/Theologian, 
Troubleman, Paralogy, Nervous Wreck Kids. Prank. Life is 
Abuse. Bovine, Gravity. Mountain, Thought Crime, Class. 
Enslaved. Zombie, Needlepoint, Makoto, Grimm Lake, 
Gem Blandtsen, Framework, Double Agent Concurrent, 
Hymnal, Zafio, Wrenched, X Mist Choke, Cerebellum, 
Suicide Squeeze, Vermiform, Shute, Fragil, Sound 
Pollution, Sensual Underground Ministries, 702, Rocket 
Science, Satan* Pimp, King of the Monsters, Heliotrope, 
Hater of God. Fall, Gl Productions, Akashic, Day After, 
Get Back, Anima, No Records, Buddy System, Goldenrod, 
Action Boy 300, Contrast Rhetoric, Clean Plate, 
Hangman* Daughter, Super 8, Villa Villakula. Push Pull. 
Dead Beat Schematics, East Bay Menace, Runt 
Overground, Analog Sound, Scooter*, Supermodel, 
Whirled, Subjugation, Cascade, Rejected, Commode, 
Soda Jerk. Dialect Sunflower Communications. Playing 
Field, Polyvinyl. X Mas, Day After, Tree, Wingnut, Grand 
Theft Autumn, Culture and Value, Honey Bear, Trans 
Solar, Moo Cow, Deluxe, and adding others every week. 
We also carry a few books and zines like RE/Search, 
Monkeybite, Dogprint Number 2, Held Like Sound, 
Heartattack, The Unheard Music, etc. 

Send one dollar or a couple of stamps to receive the 
current mailorder catalog, or get It free at 
http://members.aol.com/iemsayl O/bnekk.html Stores 
and distros should request our complete wholesale 
catalog and weekly updates. We're cheap, reliable, and 
fast but where have you heard that before? Let us put 
your money where our mouth is, or something like that. 
You can also reach us via e-mail at ggkj79f»prodigy.com. 

Bottlenekk 

P.O. Box 11794 Berkeley, CA 94712-2794 
Fax: (510) 420-8744 



Joey Vindictive Presents..... 
"THAT WAS NOW, THIS IS THEN" 

A Punk Rock Retro-Spectacular! 
1997 bands cheer on 1977 tunes 
featuring: 

The Crumbs, Showcase Showdown, 
Violent Society, Sloppy Seconds, 

Bil McRackin, Hickey, Dillinger 4, 
Teen Idols,The Nobodys, Migraines, 
Quincy Punx, The Geezers, Less 
Than Jake, Chinese Millionaires, 
Boris the Sprinkler 8c Moral Crux. 
CO $10/ppd IP $8/ppd non-USA add more $$ 
** SAY THIS OUT LOUD 6 X ** 
"She sells six new cd's and a split 7" 
by the Sex Shop” 





THE ABDUCTED 

s/t cd 


THE REPELLENTS 
s/t cd $10/ppd 

i, rowdy* DRUNK! 



Roelcin, melodiefpoppy ?PUNKI Snotty,'iddietiw, rowdy 


TftL R E A L 

I H Q E R 


... 

REAL SWINGER DIMESTORE HALOES 

o/4- _, "Thrill City Crime Control" 

M /n kT L $10 D PPd cd $ 1 °/PP d LP $8/ppd 
Now Point Turin w. RtBUffloi Cloth jinn with Stono, * N.Y Dolhil 


THE VINDICTIVES b/w 
SLOPPY SECONDS split 7- 

93/pp4 THE THUGGS 

Beefy & raw ala Pink Lincolnt/Problemitics 
s/t edep $9/ppd 




I VMl c/o P.O Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131, USA 
Send a S.A.S.E for a catalog of our many other goodies! 
Visit our website at http://vmlrecords.simplenet.com 
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P.O. Box 63 
Allston, MA 02134 



three 7inch scores from boston 
doosies .. .catchy as fuck emo-y 


pop/punk 

blackout fighter 

pilot .. .rockin' instrumentals you 

can sing along to 

the world is my fuse... three 

blasts it's best to get out of 

the way of ^ » 

$3.00 ppd/$5.00 world O £ 

distributed by surefire. \ 

other distro get in touch c? " 

two more shots coming soon: 
the vehicle birth cd 
boxer cd 

no pre-orders please, 
e-mail: shred@tiac.net 
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compilation cd /12” picture disc (limited) 

Action Patrol • Braid • Cornelius • Doc Hopper • Eagle Bravo * 

Four Hundred Years • Gus • Hellnation • In/Humanity * J Church • 
Kerosene 454 • Less Than Jake • Men's Recovery Project • 

Norrrian Mayer Group • Oblivion • Quadiliacha • Rye Coalition • 
Sleepytime Trio • The Freshomatics • Unsettled * Vanbuilderass • 
Wesley Willis • (Young) Pioneers • X-Rays • Zoinks* 

\ 

pic diSGS-SIO / cds-S8 in US S.A.S.E for complete catalog 
po box 5431 Richmond. VA 23220 distributed by lumberjack, rhetoric, blmdspot. revolver. & many more 


On Patrol” discography cd 

combines both 7"s, the weak force Ip, 
plus a live recording of the last show. 


THE ABC’S OF PUNK 


ACTION PATROL 


ecnr-ds 


Believe It! -There Are Still Some 

Great Punk Bands In ENGLAND 

# 

Presenting: 

The APOCALYPSE BABYS- 
Local Heroes ep 
Their first U.S. release! 

‘77 Punk RockNRoll 
MRR Centerfolds #160 
$4 US/CAN $6 World 
Payable To: 
rapid pulse records 

PO Box 5075^ 

Milford, CT 06460 
USA 


a division of Underground Medicine 




































FI6HT 


Till YARD mm 

M* TEN YARD FIGHT - Back On Track 

f % 12”, Cd, Cs 

f Jr' ; The fourteen song follow-up to their instant 

classic debut. Heavy and fast straight edge 
BflGKTM TRACK hardcore. 


For full catalog of EVR merchandise send $1 to: 

Equal Vision Records - Po Box 14 - Hudson, NY 12534 

Check out the EVR website at http://www.equalvision.com/ 



Clowns 


CLOWNS for 
PROGRESS 

urreleased tracks 

/v/Fi+C Vitrwl 1 


spi;+ r 

v/^re|ea$ed tracks 
frOA« botk Winds 
green v«r>^1 $* 


FIREWORKS 

"Lit Up” 

NfW AU?Uti featuring 

vmre|ea$ed 3md r3re tracks 

full lewgtfc CD $u 


RIOT SQUAD 

'boo+5, ^eer, 

& Spike?” 
mCw full Icmg+K 

CD $n 


RIOT 


LAST BEAT RECORDS 

2819 Commerce Dallas, TX 75226 800.201.2328 www.lastbeatrecords.com 
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All 7 "s $ 3,00 pp£ 

WM' 

| THE BRISTLES/THE WORKIN' STIFFS - SPLIT 7" 

'^The Bristles are from Jersey, Workin' Stiffs from Frisco. 
v Both bands play pogo punk 


Update For r une^l^ * 
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Get this before its Sold Out! ^ 

*str--—^ 
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ABALIENATION - BOOZE & BRACES 7" 
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W'?4 ’These big boyz from upper N.Y. play intense 
hare ore punk 

*• J- _ ____ 
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^ 4TH CLASS - S/T 7 " 
yThese Manitowoc boyz play fast early 80’s hardcore. 
_>-This band has members of Remission in it. 

IfiP* 

nRITNKEN MISHAP - S/T 7 " 

Mv/" - - ” ■ — 
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*.-//// 
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hell hardcore/punk from Ca.! 




y ? HE BOILS - ANTHEM S FROM THE NEW GENERATION T 

'r Kick ass punk from Pa.! 


Beer City‘ m Skateboards&Records 

Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53226 
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the U.S.A. $8.00 Everywhere else 


jerated 

Lp’s $6.00 ppd. 

mmmm 

REAIITTFUI. RERT & THE LUSCIOUS ONES - S/T LP 

70's style punk. They play some originals 
and some covers. Comes with poster. 
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NEKHEI NAATZA - HAIL THE NEW REGIME LP 

This band from Israel plays fast thrash/punk. 

Very political! Songs sung in Hebrew, but comes 
"”* u translation booklet. W/f/M, 

r f/ffr rrj/janHMQ^vnNn^r/jr/’j/// 


Wi OP PRESSED LOGIC - AINT A DAMN THING CHANGED T P 

/fM; Finally this long awaited Lp is out! Hardcore/punk 

mfj. telling it how it is. Comes w/poster and lyric sheet. 
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URBN DK - INNOCENT VICTIMS LP 

Fast, in your face hardcore/punk. 
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THE RRISTI.ES - LAST YEARS YOUTH LP & CD 

Once again back in print and remastered! 
Hardcore Jersey punk with a touch of oi! 

Beer City Skateboards & Records 
fP.O.Box 26035, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53226-0035 
phone (414) 257-1511 fax (414) 257-1517 
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Interview by Erik Farseth 
photos by Shawn Sea lien 



It’s 1997, twenty years after “Anarchy In the U.K.", 
and the once-mighty punk underground has 
become a running joke. We are now asked to choose 
between Earth Crisis’ Pro-life Action Ministries, Total 
Chaos’ cheap imitation of The Exploited, Avail’s attempts to 
sound like Poison, and the rock n’ roll purists who just 
wanna whip their dicks out and “rock the fuck out.” 

Punk has become a total parody of itself. Fortunately, a handful 
of bands continue to challenge the listless conformity of the 
underground. One such band is The Make Up, an anti-capitalist, 
anti-fascist Gospel band. 

Featuring former members of The Nation of Ulysses and The Frumpies, 
The Make Up sound like a cross between a 60's garage band, James 
Brown and Prince. If you don’t think that sounds rad, then you’ve probably 
got your head up your ass. 

This interview took place after the The Make Up played in Minneapolis this 
summer. I spoke to bassist Michelle Mae, and lead singer Ian Svenonius. 
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Punk Planet: The underground music scene is noto¬ 
riously stand-offish. The Make Up are a lot more 
touchy-feelie and in-your-face. Do you feel like 
you’re succeeding in breaking down some of the 
barriers between audience and performer? 


Michelle: I really hope so! I really hope we’re breaking 
down some of those barriers because that's what we’re trying 
to do. I’m so sick of the underground scene—I mean, really, 
it makes me sick. For one thing, it's disappearing. It's disin¬ 
tegrating. Because everybody’s looking for the Big Gold Coin 
(or whatever). And secondly, in years past the punk rock 
scene—the underground scene—used to be really more con¬ 
gregational and really more of a meshing of the band and 
the audience. I don’t know if it was hardcore or what it was, 
but something really built up this physical barrier, like you 
said. And we really are trying to disintegrate that. That’s why 
one of the aspects that we try to take from gospel is that 
you’ve got to include the audience as sort of a fifth member 
of the ensemble duringyour show—to involve them. 

PP: Do you get mad when people try to dis¬ 
miss what you’re doing as being ironic or peo¬ 
ple who say that it’s all just tongue-in-cheek? 

M: Not to sound elitist but it’s obviously NOT for everybody. 
People who make those kinds of comments obviously don’t 
get it or don’t feel included or don’t wish to participate. I 
mean, it’s obvious—to ME it’s obvious—that it’s NOT tongue- 
in-cheek. It’s not campy and ironic or all those things that 
people accuse us of being. I mean, it feels real to me. It 
feels very spiritual to me. And I think that the people who are 
having those kinds of thoughts, they don’t get it. They don’t 
need to get it. 


Ian: But irony isn’t a bad thing either. Irony is given a bad 
name because of the way it’s misused. You know what I 
mean? Irony is used by cowards, sort of couching them¬ 
selves in it. But when it’s used properly it's very funny. The 
problem is that it’s misused-used by cowards who are afraid 
of being caught in any kind of meaning. We’re obviously not. 
We’re CARD CARRYING IDEOLOGISTS. 


PP: On your records, you describe your music 
as “Gospel Yeh-Yeh.” Isn’t Yeh-Yeh a kind of 

French music? 


M: Yeh-Yeh is this 60’s French pop music. And we kind of 
blended that with the aspects of gospel, which are: the oration; 
the congregational thing; the audience participation thing; and 
the raw kind of dirty sound, shitty amps and all that. 

























M: Our inspirations musically are vast—obviously—but in terms of gospel, 
we— me and Ian—both grew up going to churches and experiencing that. 
Ian grew up near a gospel church. You know, things like that. But there's 
nothing really particular, like a band that I could name 


PP: What were some of the bands 
that you looked to for inspiration 
in creating that sound? 


PP: Every time you play, you all 
wear matching suits. What is the 
role of fashion within the band? 


M: This represents the unification. Destroying individualism. Instead of 
there being this person or this member, and having separate personalities, 
or having them as separate entities, we’re trying to create a unification. A 
oneness. That's basically what it is: they’re uniforms. 


M: Politics aren’t taken very seriously anymore. America is so de-politicized 

that it’s actually grotesque. It’s really sad. 

l:Well, the PROBLEM is the way people think about politics. And the way 
politics are fed to us in a capitalist society. Capitalism is an invisible ideolo¬ 
gy. Democracy is a veneer. Kind of a mask, right? The one person/one 
vote, blah, blah... The governmental and political arm of life is this really 
abstract thing. So when people do talk about politics, it sounds like this 
really odious, boring thing that deals with white men in suits, old men in 
suits, and it’s completely divorced from their actual lives. But in a capitalist 
society, industry constructs roads. Industry constructs the architecture that 
we have to live around. It constructs the kinds of transactions that we 
make. Everything, right? So that’s why democracy is such a sham. It has 
nothing to do with what actually creates the conditions around us. So when 
people are political, they have to subvert the idea of politics as they exist 
today. It’s like Raoul Vanegeim said in The Politics of Everyday Life. 
Everything that we do is political. That’s really an accepted idea now, but 
people don’t understand it. They misuse it a lot. They use it to better one 
another by saying, “Oh, you’re allowed to say this,” or “you’re allowed to do 
this,” or ‘I’m essentially more oppressed than you, because of my 
gender/sexual orientation/class/race/etc...,” but that’s not the way that 
phrase is supposed to be used. The revolution of everyday life is supposed 
to be used in the sense that you undermine the assumptions of everyday 
life that are fed to us. Another thing is that when people are political, 

they put it in this humorless realm 



PP: Is it safe to say that the bands’ ideology is 
based on the Situationists? 


I: I think one of the things about punk rock, the underground, and political 
people now is that everyone has been subjected to democratic—or capital¬ 
ist-brainwashing in the sense that everyone finds that communism—the 
idea of communism—is anathema. And therefore, they associate them- 
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selves with anarchism. I understand that there’re all these different ideas of anar¬ 
chism. From anarcho-syndicalism to sort of a neo-fascist anarchism but as far as 
I’m concerned, anarchism—in its typical sense—is kind of like SUPER CAPITALISM. 
It’s sort of like laissez faire. That’s what G.E. would love to exist: it’s a non-regulat- 
ed state. We almost live in an anarchistic state in the sense that corporations run 
wild. There’s no regulations on them. And they basically hire the police or the 
army to do their bidding in foreign countries or domestically. So, anarchism isn’t 
really an interesting idea for me. To me, what is interesting is what happened in 
Nicaragua, or something that happened in Cuba: where the people rose-up, and 
now they regulate business so that it doesn’t regulate their lives. All you have to do 
is look around you on this street [Ian points down the block]. You see the cars, and 
you see the street—all these things, they dictate our life. They are the machine 
which dictates our life, more than we dictate what the machines do. Humanity may 
have invented the car, but now the car controls us—to the extent that we have to 
live within a labyrinth. The thing with anarchism is that it seems like a cop-out. But 
I understand that anarcho-syndicalism is supposed to be the consummate commu¬ 
nism. That’s cool. Really, the point is to critique culture as it exists. Everyone has 
basically given-up on that idea. Everyone’s sort of on a junior rock circus and it’s 
essentially really boring. A big problem is that music is so LOUD. Music is the 
affordable art, but it’s so loud and alienating that it really doesn’t have much con¬ 
tent. And when it does, it's kind of boring. That’s why we invented Gospel Yeh-Yeh, 
because we wanted to make a dialogue-based music. People think that we’re like 
John Spencer. We like his band, but that’s not at all the point of our music. Our 
music is gospel-based; it’s rhythm-based, with a subverted guitar. And that’s 
because the guitar exists at the same tone as the voice. It’s the same frequency 
as the voice. We don’t want those things to compete. We want to make a gospel, 
oratorical, sermon-b^sed, ad-libbed form of music. And that’s what we try to do. 
That's why a show like tonight is so frustrating, ultimately, because the PA. wasn’t 
loud enough. It’s hard to get any sort of dialogue going. 


Ian: The thing is, politics now are very into ESSENTIALISM. Like, who's allowed to 
say what, and who is sort of entitled to do what. It’s very sort of Balkan. You 
know? The balkanization of politics in America. It’s all this idiotic kinds of squab¬ 
bling about. You know, someone came up to me and said that playing ’’Wade In the 
Water” [a negro spiritual] was very insensitive without some sort of preface about 
its origins. Bullshit like that. Hardcore people always remind me of folk music peo¬ 
ple ‘cause they’re purists who think too much about the symbols that are used in 
constructing music. They don’t think about what the music is, or what it’s saying. 
The way hardcore people like Maximum Rock n’ Roll critique music reminds me of 
Bob Dylan being booed at Newport. You can get down with the ideas of the folk 
purists. They were probably all right-minded socialists. But, on the other hand, 
they’re afraid that someone's going to steal their toilet paper. Everyone’s talkin’ 
about “preserving the scene,” or “preserving a form of music.” Isn’t that what 
hardcore is? It’s really antiquarian. It's people tending the shop. It’s bullshit. 

Right now, rock music—this whole underground scene—is being destroyed by A: 
corporations and B: Dance Music. Dance music because it’s cheaper. It’s like Karl 
Marx said, there is an economic dialectic wherein fewer people make more money, 








and it will culminate in revolution. I don’t know about the revolution, but it s 
obviously coming true in America. There are fewer and fewer artisans. The 
Middle Class is a total myth. This is even reflected in music. Think about 
the symphony orchestra. 60-or-so artisans constructed music, without any of 
whom the symphony would not have been complete. That was downsized to 
jazz. Jazz music had 20-or-so artisans and musicians involved. That was 
downsized to hard bop, or the small band quintets of the 40’s and 50’s. And 
then that to rock n’ roll. Buddy Holly’s stated intent with the electric guitar 
was make three people sound like an orchestra. So rock n roll got rid of 
jazz. And that wasn’t because of popular taste so much as it was because 
the industry dictated that rock n’ roll would be THE MUSIC by playing it on 
the radio all the time. Why? Because it was cheaper to produce, the peo¬ 
ple were easier to exploit, and rock n’ roll bands accepted shittier conditions 
at clubs, etc. You know, in the 60’s the whole country was dotted with jazz 
C l U bs—thousands upon thousands. They were 
all put out of business because rock bands 
would accept these horrible conditions: sleep¬ 
ing on the floor, being denigrated all the time, 
etc., etc. Right? So now, they’re going one 
step further, and that’s the DJ culture that’s 
taking over. Electronica is taking over because 
A: all the rock n’ roll is so boring. But also B: 
because it’s just the nature of capitalism. The 
cheapest thing will prevail. That’s why corpora¬ 
tions that use Mexican slave labor will always 
prevail over corporations that use union labor. 
My point is: that Gospel Yeh-Yeh utilizes the 
entire congregation. So it’s kind of going in the 
inverse of the modern trend towards utilizing 
I one person. 
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records 


Behind every record released, there lies a 
motivation. Some people do it for the 
money, some people do it to he "cool. f ' 
some do it for fun . Siowdime’s J.L Carrera 
and John Wall do it for the betterment of 
their musical community. Starting out rough 
ty a year and a half ago with a Meta Maths 
12", and proceeding to put out 7"s, 12 ”s 
and CDs by Kerosene 454 f Regualtor Watts 
and the Ail Scars. Slowdime gives new 
meaning to "support your local scene. ” Talk 
the rock, flog the flock. 


Interview by Jessica Hopper. 


$0 what was the initial inspiration behind 
the label? 


JL: Tfed a strong interest in putting out 
records I liked and rhought other people 
might enjoy. There seemed to be this classifi¬ 
cation difference, I don’t even know if that’s 
the right word, but there was Dischord, then 
there were all these other labels too, and then 
there was some music that no one was inter¬ 
ested in putting out. The perfect case in point 
is the MetaMatics. They’d only done a split 
with The Make Up on Black Gemini, and 
that was it. And it was like, “Man this band is 
so, so good,” so I wanted to put a single out 
by them. 


You had never put out records before? 








JL: Yeah. That’s why I asked Amanda 
[MacKaye] ‘cos she had done Sammich Records 
and had lots of experience doing a label and she 
had always been into the idea. With Sammich, 
she started the label with some one else and 
they left and she was left holding the bag. It got 
to be too much work and politics for her. She 
ended up leaving Slowdime in January—com¬ 
pletely stepped out of it. 

John: Yeah, she’s taking a break from music 
as a whole. 

Do you feel like there are certain things you 
understand better label-wise because you 
are in a bands [JL is in the Warmers and John 
is in Kerosene 454]? 

JL: I can say for the both of us that we know 
what we would want to do better for bands 
because we are in bands. We know what you 
have and don’t have. We are slowly trying to 
make that change and offer it to people. It takes 
money and time, but we are willing. 

John: It’s the passing on of information. 

JL: There are a lot of great people who help us 
out, we are just trying to do something to con¬ 
tinue that cycle to pass on the better way of 
doing things. It goes on and on. 

How does the label operate when both of 
you are on tour? 

JL: Well, right now, it hasn’t been a problem... 
yet. We don’t plan it, but our bands never go on 
tour at the same time. Our bands are on differ¬ 
ent time lines. 

John: We just shuffle the responsibilities, we pick 
up the slack when the other is away. It hasn’t 
been a problem for us. 

Do you feel that people expect certain 
things from you because of you’re a DC- 
based label? 

JL: I don’t know, really. That’s tough. I’m 
guessing that from the standpoint of the gener¬ 
al public, there is a certain aesthetic they’d 
imagine us to uphold. For a long time, I tried 
to keep it vague where the records were coming 
from, but everyone’s figured it out because of 
Dischord direct. 

John: Who knows what people think. If they see 
the whole thing as a positive thing, if they identi¬ 
fy it with “creative” than totally, that‘s why we do 
this. Trying to back creative people who are 
twisting things around, pushing things. Because 
we aren’t doing this to sell records, it’s about 
offering these things from these artists. 

JL: To me, there are so many good things hap¬ 
pening here right now. I would think that the 
general public has an idea of everything that’s 
happening but they may not know exactly what 
the bands sound like or whatever. We are in a 
position where we can offer people these things 
on vinyl or CDs and they can go “Oh, now I 
know what you’re talking about, there’s this 
record and it sounds like this.“ Sometimes words 


don’t convey music and once you hear the music, 
the idea is conveyed. But also, it’s more than just 
the songs. The packaging, the whole thing, con¬ 
veys a message. To me at least, the art on a record 
is just as important as the music. 

Judging by most the album covers I see, 

I don’t think most people agree with 
you, unfortunately. 

JL: Well, I’m not trying to push people to make 
records for the sake of the art, just view the 
whole thing as equal. You need to convey your 
art and ideas to the best of your ability. 

What’s you favorite part of doing the label? 

JL: The fact that all the decisions rest upon John 
and I. He comes to me with ideas, and they are 
usually right on with what I am thinking. It’s the 
usual reason why people start their own business¬ 
es: So that they can do things their way. 

John: Working with the bands; seeing something 
actually getting made; all the steps... And then 
you have the record in your hands. It’s pretty 
exciting. It keeps you going. 

Any major drawbacks or pitfalls? 

JL: For John and I, after Amanda left at the begin¬ 
ning of this year, we had to learn the business real¬ 
ly, really quickly. John took up a lot of the slack 
and learned to understand things like that “Net 
60 ” means they pay you in two months and how 
you need to do ads ahead of time. We learned all 
those things, but that’s not a drawback. 

John: Another big bonus is working with Ian and 
the other Dischord folks, Kim and Alec. That s a 
super bonus! I mean, these are the people that 
invented how it’s done, right? Dischord set the 
standard on how to do things correctly: With 
care involved. 

Hooking up with Dischord was beyond luck... 

John: Their support and the fact that they hon¬ 
estly care about what goes on, that’s what it’s all 
about—that’s what makes it fun. I mean if it was 
about money, I would get another job, or get my 
PHD. But to me, the community thing, people 
working together, is really the core; feeling good 
about doing this, working with other people to 
make it come together. If there were people 
doing that in every town, there would be a hellu¬ 
va lot better shit going on. 

DC has always been “known” for being com¬ 
munity based, honest and encouraging envi¬ 
ronment. I can only think of 2 or 3 other 
cities that are like that. 

John: Just the basic fact that a lot of people help 
each other out, just people caring about other 
people—it’s an amazing thing. That needs to be 
the wave of the future. 

JL: [laughing] It’s taken long enough. It’s such a 
basic thing, but it makes all the difference. 


People tend to overlook the fact that 
they are directly responsible for their 
environment and their scene. Whether 
it’s doing zines or putting on shows, 
there is a gap to be filled, always. 

JL: I think sometimes people think that 
they can’t do it, but once they see other 
people doing things, they understand ANY¬ 
ONE can do this. 

I think it’s amazing when you hear 
things like the fact that 30% of the 
retail market share belongs to indepen¬ 
dent releases. 30% of all record sold 
are independent releases—any given 
major label is only like 10% or 15%. 

That blows my mind. That makes me so 
happy. Independent labels through inde¬ 
pendent channels—that means a lot 
people are taking the initiative because 
they aren’t getting what they want... 

John: They also aren’t giving into what 
someone else wants them to do. There is 
more to doing something like this than any 
money can get for you. It’s all about care 
and respect, whatever you choose to do, or 
choose to take on, it’s one more step to bet¬ 
tering everything. I could spout off about 
this forever. Whatever you take on, don’t 
think about it in terms of what it can do for 
you money-wise, but how you can positive¬ 
ly effect things or how you can positively 
effect those you are working with. It’s about 
not just thinking about you, but thinking 
about other people—a more soulful thing. 
It’s about a much bigger goal than working 
at a factory canning dog food, saving up for 
when you retire so you can get a motor 
home and travel the country. People need 
to realize that there is more too life than 
that. Whatever level you can deal with that 
on, take it on. I don’t know if this is mak¬ 
ing sense... 

Yeah It is. You are a lot more articulate 
than most people when it comes to 
what you want to give in terms of 
putting out records and your community 
and such. 

JL: I know from discussions with John that 
we know what this means to us. I don’t 
know if it’s because we have just gotten the 
point where we have broken our lives down 
* into this—past the personal “I, I, I”—but 
you learn to put things into a community, 
and the community will give them back. 
The community will be better for it. ® 
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Gameface occupy a special 
place itt my heart and per¬ 
haps in yours. If not, they 
should—and could In a 
genre that’s oversaturated 
with subpar emotional fakes, 
Gameface give you the the 
real good feel bad in full 
affect. All the while convinc¬ 
ing your feet they should be 
tapping and your lips they 
should be smiling , One of the 
nicest bands Vve ever inter¬ 
viewed, Gameface have been 
putting in their time for 
years and years and if you 
don’t know them by now, it’s 
time you look into it. 

interview by Josh Hooten 
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l‘m sorry I have to start like this, but this 
question popped in my head about three 
weeks ago and wouldn’t leave me alone until 
I ask someone. Here goes: If you had a fur 
lined pouch on the front of your body, like a 
kangaroo, what would you carry around in it? 

How big is it? 

About a foot wide and maybe six inches deep. 

I should always have a note pad and a pen on 
me. A lot of things, a lot of cool thoughts kind 
of slip through and never make it into 
Gameface songs and that would be helpful for 
me. Duct tape. Because you just never know. 
Guitar picks would be appropriate. That would 
probably be the essentials. 

Very good answer. Thanks for suffering 
through that. 

That’s not a bad question actually. You could 
maybe do some cool graphic with it. Maybe put 
my head on a kangaroo body or something. 
[Laughs] 

O.K., real question #1. Gameface is putting 
out a collection of older stuff and I want to 
know if it’s being done just to make the 
older stuff available, or if it’s a gesture of 
breaking with the past? 

Both. We had scheduled to do this a long time 
ago and I think back then it was more for the 
reason of settling up with the past, but we did¬ 
n’t feel we had done enough to merit a sort of 
back discography. Not that we feel like were 



that much more ready, but this seems to be a 
more appropriate time. There are a lot of big 
changes that are going to be coming up in the 
future of Gameface, so we felt that this was a 
good time for this record. Our first LP Good is 
possibly going to be reissued on Dr. Strange as 
well. We feel now is definitely the time to have 
everything out in one place. 

What are the big changes? 

Well it’s nothing too huge, but starting on our 
new record, which is still a ways away from 
being recorded, I’m playing 2nd guitar. That’s 
the big difference. With that we feel it’s kind of 
a new start. We’ve weeded out some songs—we 
dropped a lot of stuff. If anyone saw us on our 
last tour, there were a lot of songs we didn’t 
play. It’s been a spring cleaning kind of thing. 


gameface with papeye 


We feel like we’re a new band again. I’ve been 
playing 2nd guitar for about three weeks at prac¬ 
tice, but we’ve been thinking about it for years. 
We figured it was time. Maybe because we’re 
feeling a little older and more mature and want 
to be a little more challenging musically. I’m 
really happy about it. Our fear is that people will 
like it better the old way. “I used to like it better 
when Jeff could run around and stuff.” That’s 
our big fear. But hey, it’s going to sound better. 

I think that if you’re still going to be playing 
honest music that you feel passionate 
about, it’s still going to communicate. 

I feel even more passionate playing guitar and 
singing. I’m really, really excited about it. 

With this feeling you’ve expressed about 
feeling like a new band, how do you feel 
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That’s true. 


10 %) by chrissy piper 


Jeff and I spoke a lot about how strongly 
our lives and modes of expression have 
been influenced by music. Jeff was kind 
enough to compile this list of each mem¬ 
bers ten most influential records/bands. 


Yeah, flavor of the 
month bands. I’m 
sure it feels good 
for a while but once 
the novelty wears 
off you realize you 
don’t have people 
following your 
career or buying 
your records once 
the light fades. 


Outside of music, 
what do you gain 
inspiration from? 


We’ve all gone in and out of different kinds of 
music, we all like different kinds of stuff, but 
we’ve all managed to keep a love for this type of 
music. Our music is going to veer one way or 
another but put us all together and we all pretty 
much think alike. Put us all together and it all 
comes down to rock and roll. [Laughs] We all 
just love what we’re doing and what we can do 
together. If I were to be in another band it 
would be completely different, but if I’m going 
to do a rock band it’s going to be Gameface. It 
is kind of weird how we’ve lasted and held it 
together. By now I figured I’d have been in 
about 14 bands. You’d think it would pay off 
staying together and for the most part it really 
has, but what really frustrates me is when bands 
that have been together for like three months 
get really huge. It 
BUlk probably has some¬ 
thing to do with 
some of them being 
really amazing but... 


I can t imagine it not being there. It’s like this 
friend that’s always been there and gone 
through all this stuff, and all these changes with 
me. Here we are, it’s going to be different but 
it’s always going to be the same. 


I’m really into doing 
art, whether its 
painting or graphic 
design. I’ve kipd of 
chosen that as my 
path as far as my life 

outside of doing music. Another big inspiration, 
I can say this legitimately now, is my fiancee. 
We’re getting married pretty soon. I’ve known 
her for five or six years and pretty much every 
Gameface song has something to do with her. 


PAUL • Bass, big smile, witness 
protection program required revolving 
facial hair arrangements. 


you’re different in your approach now, as 
opposed to where you’ve been. Like if it’s a 
new era for Gameface, how are you 
approaching it differently? 


We’ve been doing this for so long now. Gameface 
has become such a part of my being. It’s like 
growing up—Gameface is growing up with us. 
Now we’re hitting the “adolescent turning into 
an adult” period of the band. Now we’ve reached 
the point in Gameface’s life and our lives where 
we’re out of our parents houses and we’re looking 
for steady jobs. We’re in that sort of time frame. 
The band is attached to us. The band just grows 
up with us. Right now we’re turning into adults. 
We’re... we’re getting old. 


You too, huh? [Laughs] 


1. Shout at the De\ il • 

Motley Crue 

2. Mothers Milk • l ed Hot 

Chili Peppers 

3. I Don’t Want to C row Up 


4. Allroys Revenge * All 

5. Mental Hopscot< h • 

Missing Persons 

6. Every Good Boy 
Deserves Fudge • 

Mudhoney \ 

7. BadMotorFinger ^ 

Somidgarden 

8. La Mana Cornuba • Supersuckers 

9. Everything by Pavement 

10. Diary • Sunny Day Real Estate 


1. Groupsex • Cirle Jerks 

2. License to III • Beastie Boys 
Raisin’ Hell • Run-Q 

3. Early Beatles f 

4. New Wind • 7 Set :>nds 

5. Allroy Sez • All 

6. Repeater • Euga? 

7. Everything by The < 'lash 

8. Unfun • Jawbreakt r 

9. Soulside/Ciirls Agaii st Boys 

10. Slim. 


STEVE • Druiis, new 

car smell, rookie of t le year. 




That’s excellent! Congratulations. 



with a lot of people you can basically chart 
the phases of their lives by looking at the 
kinds of bands they’ve played in. Some kids 
are in a straightedge band, then they go for 
the sweater wearing emo thing, then they 
move into indie rock or whatever. But you 
guys have stuck it out together through a lot. 

Well we’ve all managed to remain friends. 

Having Steve [the new drummer] in the band is • 
like a breath of fresh air. Steve’s definitely our 
friend. With a few obvious changes, we’re all 
still friends. We’ve been able to slowly evolve. 


Thank you very much. We’ve kind of come full 
circle in our relationship. We’ve put in our time 
and that’s been a major inspiration to me. The 
only fear I have is that with being married, I 
don’t know what’s going to happen to all the 
angst and depressing songs. “Everything is 
great, I love my wife,” maybe those kinds of 
themes will come up. Or else I’ll just have to 
make something up, or get depressed about 
something else. I think the new record will have 
a lot of songs about the end of the weird times 
for me. Like these songs are songs I’m pulling 
out of stuff I wrote during darker times. 













Anyone that is more interested in the depressing 
Gameface stuff, this next record will definitely 
be one for you. After this, I don’t know. 

You’ll have this totally new perspective to 
write from. 

Yeah, but there are other things to write about 
other than girls. A lot of people are like 
“Huh...really?” [Laughs] We’ll see. I’m joking 
about it, but I’m a little concerned. 

Let’s talk more about your art and design 
stuff. The thing that I’m curious about is 
whether you see these different avenues of 
expression as manifestations of different 
parts of your personality or are they all 
linked together? Like when you do a paint¬ 
ing, is it the visual equivalent of a Gameface 
song or is it completely different? Do you 
paint to get across something you’re not 
getting across with music or is it dll going in 
the same direction? 

That’s hard to say. I’m not going to have the 
arty answer for you. I think I paint because I 
can and because I can make things that look 
cool. It doesn’t have that much to do with 
expressing myself. I think my sole way of 
expression is music. I think my art and stuff is 
just another way of being creative, but it’s not 
therapeutic. It’s not like I paint because I can’t 
express myself. I don’t use my art for that rea¬ 
son, I use Gameface for that. Painting is just 
something I do because I want to, not because 
I’ll go insane if I don’t. 

Do you think that playing music opened you 
up to these different types of expression? Do 
you think you’d be painting and designing if 
you hadn’t been playing 
music? Would you have J 
found those avenues if you 
weren’t ever in a band? 

I wanted to be involved in 
music and in a band before I 
really knew I had something 
to express. I had always been 
drawn to more emo music, I 
don’t mean “emo“ as in tight 
sweater-wearing emo, I 
mean more emotional stuff. 

That was the music that 
really hit me more than your 
basic Krokus records. 

So you own some Krokus 
records? 


Music influences my music. When I started 
doing music more seriously it was more expres¬ 
sive, emotional stuff and it wasn’t because I 
wanted to copy the stuff I was listening to, I 
just found that was a good way to get a lot of 
this stuff out. Music is responsible for the music 
that I make. The music I listen to has gotten me 
to the place where I am as far as writing goes. 

As far as the other stuff goes, I don’t think it’s 
quite as related. I kind of keep the art stuff sep¬ 
arate. Not completely separate, but I don’t feel 
like I’m getting any kinds of demons out when 
I’m doing art stuff. 

What do you think you’d be doing right now 
if Gameface had never happened? 

Like if I never ever got into music? 

Like if you weren’t playing in bands. 

I would probably just be an obsessed fan of var¬ 
ious bands. But honestly, I can’t even imagine 
what that would be like. There would be some¬ 
thing wrong, but I would still have to rely heav¬ 
ily on music to keep me sane. 

Amen to that. 

It’s really hard to imagine myself not doing it, or 
to have never come across it, or tried to do it. It 
would be weird. I think I’d have some real prob¬ 
lems. Our music has played a part in my life as a 
sort of therapy, and now four years down the 
road, this therapy, given the loss of Bob [Bob was 
Gamefaces original drummer who took his own 
life] and the stuff we’ve had to endure, it’s become 
therapy for the therapy for the therapy. It’s like 
this multi-coiled weapon. 


TODD • Guitar, el producto de 
haircare, the big man in the middle. 

1. New Wind • 7 Seconds 

2. 24 Hour Revenge Therapy • 

lawbreaker 

3. God Fodder • Ned's Atomic Dustbin 

4. Hello Bastards • Lifetime 

5. Do You Know Who You Are? • lexa: 
is the Reason 

6. We’re Not In This Alone • Youth 


7. This is the Sea • Waterboys 

8. When You’re a Rebel • The Alterboys 

9. Can I Say • Dag Nasty 

10. Into the Great Wide Open • 

'Lorn Petty 

JEFF • Sings, strums, practices 
saying “I Do" in the mirror. 

1. Life’s Rich Pagaent • R.E.M 

2. New Wind • 7 Seconds 

3. After the Fact • M I.A 

4. Box Office Bomb • Dramarama 

5. Milo Goes to College • Descendcnrs 

6. Book of Days • Psychedelic Furs 

7. Raise • Svvervedriver 

8. Big Red Letter Day • Buffalo Tom 

9. Get Your Goat • Shudder to Think 

10. 24 Hour Revenge Therapy/ 

Dear You • Jawbreaker 




Yeah, I did. Oh yeah. [Laughs 
and starts singing Krokus songs] 

“Screaming in the night!!!” [Laughs] What was 
the question again? 

Do you feel that music turned you on to other 
avenues of expression, or what was the influ¬ 
ence of your music on your other outlets? 



So Gameface kind of continues to adapt 
itself to your situation? 
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What inspires you to do your business the 
way you do? 

thing we can with the resources we have. We 
put in things like creativity and time. When 
yiOU don’t have a lot of money to throw around> 
ypu can at least put in your time and creativity. 
Then we just try to sell the records at a fair 
price and the bands who sell a lot of records get 
their royalties. We have a really good time doing 
that because we love all the bands on the label. 
When it gets more complicated, when business- 


In literature, it's acceptable for people to follow your career 
for eight years but with rock music it's not. In the underground 
community especially, it’s all about a certain kind of clothes 
and pasture. 


es get more com 
pen and more 
so big that 
of what logic r< 
just makes more! 



lore things hap- 
is, things get 
irk opposite 
. To me it 
about it. 


What are the biggest pitfalls? 

KT: There aren’t any pitfalls really. There are 
hurdles with the way it operates right now 
because we haven’t sought out a lot of deals 
which would make it easier; like licensing or 
Ip&ct that. We don’t have a whole lot of 
^ SO we are very creative with the money 



actually recording and manufacturing it. That’s 
what it took to bring it to the level where they 
were hugely successful. Now their back catalog 
will probably pay for records to come out on 
that label for years and years and years. That’s 
the kind of stuff that we could never do. We 
can barely ship records to the radio stations that 
want them. And then we get little bitchy kids 
yelling about how they want our records and 
we’re nor sending it to them. It’s a totally differ¬ 
ent language. And it’s a really weird time now 
; p because there’s such a blurry line between the 
■: commercial independent and the real indepen¬ 
dents that people can’t really tell the difference. 

KT: And people call up saying, “We want some 
of your new product.” You could call it a 
record, or you could call it by 0 name or 
something. Or they call up and ask “Can I have 
your radio promotions person please?” And 
Ye like, “Oh, we don't have one.” 


same language l|f| 
lot of records and make i 
Before Pearl Jam were famous, we went and saw 
My Bloody Valentine play with Superchunk 
and Pavement at CMJ. We were in the audience 
and everyone was packed in, and we were all 
ready for them to play and when it was time for 
them to play, this screen comes down and they 
played like 15 Pearl Jam videos for us. And I 
couldn’t figure out why they were playing them. 
But we were a captive audience. Nobody was 
going to move right? There were all these big 
A&R people all around talking about the Pearl 
Jam videos. Apparently for the first record they 
spent something like three times the amount of 
money to promote the record than they spent 


out four years earlier there would be a 
‘ group of people who actually under- 
• stood. And in some ways, because the line is 
blurry, it’s harder for us to reach our audience 
than it was four years ago. Before the industry 
started tampering, there was a pretty solid inde¬ 
pendent community that was isolated and they 
would know how to find your records. But now 
all the mom and pop stores have been compet¬ 
ing with Best Buy for the last three years and 
half of them have gone out of business, or can’t 
afford to stock the records, or can’t afford to 
buy enough to keep them in stock. And with 
us, we can’t afford to actually manufacture 
enough to keep them in stock. 

KT: And also we can’t get into Tower Records 
by ourselves because they won’t take on an 


account like ours. We have a way to get in oth¬ 
erwise but we have to hook it on to somebody 
else who can get it in. 

JT: Or they’ll say “we’ll bring it in but you’ve 
gotta give us 75 copies to go into the promo¬ 
tional stack” or whatever. 

Do you believe everyone has their price? 

JT: I think it can have something to do with 
things other than money. I think there are other 
factors that can make people make decisions. 

That's still a price. 

JT: Well I believe people change their positions 
all the time. Like a kid can be straightedge for 
16 years and then something happens and they 
make a different choice and it’s not money that 
makes them change. 

KT: If it was something that you really cared 
about, they could give you a trillion dollars and 
you still wouldn’t do it. 

JT: I think change is really good though. I think 
this culture is really good at finding an angle 
and selling it really quickly in the media— 
whether it’s something moralistic and good, or 
if it’s evil and bad. Like somebody could be 
instantly the queen of homelessness who helped 
a million people and that’s what sold and the 
minute she stopped doing that she had 
changed. Or somebody can be like Courtney 
Love and show her underwear to people and 
then that’s the measure of her and the minute 
she wants to do something different, it’s hard 
because the media has worked itself up over one 
dimension of her so quickly that really there’s 
no space for variety. It’s actually one of the real¬ 
ly unique, important things about being a 
human being: That you actually have a mind 







^ and strums 


After a lengthy layoff Tsunami have returned with a 
new record A RMlli anl Mistake that is brimming with 
sentiments leaning towards anil-corporate modes of 
expression and nays of doing business. Absolutely 
inspiring up and down back and forth. It was with 
this sentiment in mind I endeavored to get the skin - 
ny on TsunamVs road less travelled and uncov0i> 
Wpme^mtty facts about the rotten upderbetty afbig 
business and major labels. But in the course of our 


things are ns black and white as I was hoping for — 
or perhaps that independent music isn't as pure « I 
didn't find what I was expecting in this interview r 
and that's probably a good thing because I learned 
a lot. I can't say I agree ivith everything that the 

band had to say, but they didn't always agree with 

• ■ 

me either. Regardless, I did get a unique insight into 
how Tsunami does their thing and what it all fheans 
to them. Interview by Josh Hooten. 


jen toomey sings an 


kristin thorns 


bob mas 


amy 

















PP: But most people I know follow bands for a 
long, long time; even members of bands and the 

things they do over time. 


that can change, or that you have the ability to 
make really complicated choices that may take 
three hours to explain. 

I ask because the way you all conduct your 
business, I assume you’ve been offered... 

KT: Nope. 

Nothing? 

JT: Not really. We had some weird early offers 
at the beginning of Tsunami but I think the 
A&R people who would try and sign us are the 
young hipster A&R people who opened up for 
us at shows, or played our records on their radio 
stations and they sort of think that they should¬ 
n’t ask us. I think if we were selling 100,000 
records like Fugazi are, they would come 
around and offer something but we don’t. 

KT: At that point in time it’s not the hipster 
A&R people that call you, it’s the president of 
the company and they don’t know what Fugazi 
is about. 

In some of the new songs you say “we” a lot 
when referring to behaviors that you’ve 
refrained from... 

JT: Like what, give me an example. 

“We were so impressed to finally catch their 
interest we mortgaged more than we could 
ever recoup.” 

JT: No, no, no all those songs are all about me. 
They’re about me. Every single one of them is 
me. Well not all of them, the sweet love songs 
where I say “you,” that’s somebody. But all the 
anthemic songs, I wrote them all out of con¬ 
flicts that I feel about all that stuff. And that 
one in particular, that’s the one that I feel is the 
funnest and the most anthemic and the most 
confusing and the most easy. It’s very easy to 
make it a pointing finger kind of thing. It’s 
much easier to point a finger than to actually 
treat something. But it’s all about us. It’s defi¬ 
nitely “we.” It’s not something we refrain from 
at all. We were so impressed that we finally 
caught their interest. We watched Nirvana 
videos. We were impressed. We always felt like 
if only all the world could see how great these 
bands were, they would love them. We felt 
pride from being part of that change. “We“ 
being me. 


What change? 

JT: Well the minute bands we toured with were 
on television. 

Was that a good thing? 

JT: Well for us, it seemed like a good thing at 
that moment. When we played shows, we 
always felt like our friends bands were better 
than the bands on the radio and if only the 
world could hear how great these bands were, 
they would agree. Like Ida for example. 

Do you think that a lot of your friends bands 
getting big and on television was... 

JT: No, no, it wasn’t even about that. It was 
about, “This band is great. Everyone should see 
them.” When you turned on the radio and you 
heard Nirvana you’re like, “This is a great band 
and I’m hearing them on the radio and I’ve 
always thought that if people got a chance to 
hear it they would really appreciate it and boy 
isn’t it great turning on the radio and hearing 
this instead of the other stuff.” But I think the 
problem was that it was an accident but every¬ 
one else felt like it was an opening of a flood¬ 
gate. The reality is that the only way the other 
bands that broke through to that level did it 
through the machinations of the industry. 
Ultimately, the only reason why metal kids 
where listening to Nirvana later was because of 
those machinations. It was because those 
records could get into all those stores—that’s 
the disgusting thing about it—but the fact that 
people could hear those bands and the fact that 
they were on the radio is not a bad thing. I 
don’t think it’s bad at all. I think it’s great. If 
you go to England, there’re four channels and 
one of them is Channel 4 and it’s an amazing 
station. It takes PBS and it adds a volume and 
an up to the minuteness and a creativity to it. 
There’s so many interesting things you can 
watch on that channel that take your brain and 


break, it in all these directions and make you 
learn about different things. I think it’s great 
that that stuff is available. In America, it’s hard¬ 
er to get that kind of huge access for something 
that brilliant. I don’t think it’s wrong or bad- I 
wish Ida was on television 24 hours a day. I 
wish there was an Ida channel. 

Do you think the people who are being 
exposed to these things are actually appre¬ 
ciating them? With things kind of blowing 
over now, do you think there will be some 
kind of lasting effect... 

KT: I think once in a while there comes an 
event and when it happens instantly your ears 
perk up and you’re like “what is that?” like 
when you hear it on the radio or whatever. The 
rest of it is just repeated exposure. It’s like “You 
will like this because we are going to play it a lot 
and then you’ll go buy the record.” But once in 
a while it’s like, “What’s this Beck song—this 
Loser song—or Nirvana or even Alanis 
Morrisette,” it’s like, “what is that?” It doesn’t 
happen very often. 

JT: But I also think it’s sort of condescending 
for the people who really do the extra work by 
going out and finding interesting stuff to say 
that just because the other people like it, they’re 
not liking it for the right reasons. I think that’s 
one of the real insidious, awful things about the 
independent, underground culture is that 
they’re so hipster down-to-the-minute that they 
are measuring themselves based on their ability 
to be at the cutting edge of things. They’re cre¬ 
ating the cutting edge, but they really don’t have 
anything to do with supporting a community. 
It’s all about posing as the sharpest edge of the 
cutting edge in the community. We were talk¬ 
ing about this earlier because we were talking 
about David Foster Wallace who is totally great 
and it’s really exciting to read the books he wrote 
eight years ago ‘cause they’re bad. There are bril- 








JT:To be honest with you, just from being in the community or in my section of it, 
I don’t think that’s really true. 


liant moments in them but there are bad, embar¬ 
rassing, awful sections and then you read his 
more recent stuff and it gets better and better. 

But with music you’d be very lucky... We’ve been 
in this band for eight years and we’d be lucky if 
the people that were into our first single are 
interested in what we’re doing now. In literature, 
it’s acceptable for people to follow your career for 
eight years but with rock music it’s not. In the 
underground community especially, it’s all about 
a certain kind of clothes and posture 

I don’t agree with that at all. 

JT: Really? Do you listen to the new Scrawl 
record? 


No. [I don’t know who Scrawl are.] 

JT: People don’t follow a great band like Scrawl 
even though if they saw them play tonight, they 
would totally have kicked their ass. 

There are a lot of bands and people that I’ve 
been following for a long time and will con¬ 
tinue to follow. 

JT: Yeah and I’m not trying to attack you about 
that, but Scrawl is losing their following 
because their following doesn’t go to rock clubs 
anymore. The kids aren’t interested in a band 
that was interesting to their older sister when 
she was in high school and they were in junior 
high school. Whereas with writers, there’s an 
acceptance to pick up a book by the same 
author ten years later. 

next 


KT: I think so. I think the kind of music we 
play is very time specific in peoples lives, I don’t 
know, maybe that’s not true. 

JT: No, that’s absolutely true. 

KT: Like I saw the Jesus Lizard about four 
months ago when they opened for Rage Against 
the Machine, there were like 5,000 kids there 
but they didn’t really care. Then I saw them 
later, and there were like 300 kids there. I 
looked around the audience and noticed that 
the people that used to go see them weren’t 
there. They were all kids. The older people don’t 
care anymore, they’ve got other things to do. 

Trip: That also occurs in a band‘s development. 
Like developmentally, your style is going to 
change and people may be attracted to a certain 
area of it but they may not be attracted to it 
later or earlier. But I agree with what you’re say¬ 
ing about not wanting to follow people through 
their development. 

Bob Massey: Now why does that happen with 
rock but not jazz? 

Trip: Well, you hear people-complaining- about 


D:l| 


Bob Massey: People are still 
J.D. Salinger book. 

But most people I know follow bands for a 
long, long time; even members of bands and 
the things they do overtime. 

JT: To be honest with you, just from being in 
the community or in my section of it, I don’t 
think that’s really true. 

I don’t know, it’s that way for me. 


rock or fusion, or just because they’ve changed 
stylistically. I have to admit, I like their earlier 
stuff more than their later stuff which is the 
stuff people are always bitching about saying it’s 
hot good. But they developed and that’s the 
direction that they took. But I think Jazz lends 
itself more to people wanting to listen to all of a 
persons stuff. Because the maturity... 

KT: It’s the goal. 

Trip: It’s more accepted. 

JT: But one thing that’s different about it is that 
if you get the hipster audience, like the cutting 
edge who are listening to the hippest record of 


the moment, those kids will be interested 
in pursuing the next hippest thing and 
that’s part of their goal. And there’s some¬ 
thing really interesting about being a part 
of that scene because you feel like you’re at 
a really interesting artistic place where peo¬ 
ple aren’t just looking for music to fill a cer¬ 
tain musical void, but to actually move 
them forwards toward some interesting 
new moment. But what’s really interesting 
to me is in Providence last summer we were 
playing next to Paul Westerberg and I went 
and saw him and his audience was all in a 
six year age bracket. It was all kids who had 
been in high school or college when they 
listened to his stuff. But they .were so com¬ 
mitted to him and so interested in him that 
they were there. It was a brilliant audience; 
it was an audience that wanted him to play 
quiet songs and wanted to sing along. It 
was a very interesting relationship that you 
don’t see a lot. One of the things we’ve 
been talking about a lot is whether the 
audience is being ruined by television 
because no one knows how to participate 
in any way. But with them, they all knew. 
You want to have an audience like that, an 
audience that cares enough about your 
songs to come and see you eight years later. 

I feel like I’m not the only one that 
obsessively follows performers. I know 
people who can trace back every band 
that everybody they like has ever been 
in and own every record and will contin¬ 
ue to buy their stuff... 

JT: Are they in the front row? 

I was in the front row tonight. ® 
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IVI: Mike, drums & guitar 
T: Tim, vocals & guitar 
S: Sam, guitar 
E: Erie, bass 
J: Jeremy, eleetronica 

PP: Let’s talk about the record. In the liner notes of 
your CD, it says “No, you are not mistaken, this is 
indeed a concept album.” I read an interview you 
did where you said that was a joke, that the concept 
was simply the three months it took to make the 
record. So what’s the deal, is there a concept beyond 

that? 

f 

T: Yeah. 
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T: If I said that the concept is the three 
months that it took to make the album, that’s 
partially true in the immediate sense, but 
then its also about living in 20th century 
America as 5 individuals or 8 individuals or 
whatever we are. Jeremy, tell him what I’m 
trying to say. 

J: Yeah it’s definitely something beyond the 
time it took to make it, it’s... 

T: ...its like a two part thing. We made it and 
that’s a part of it and then it’s done and it’s 
out there, and then... it happened then, and 
it’s a done thing, but it’s still a work in 
progress ‘cause it’s not completely done until 
someone hears it. If it’s in the background at a 
party that becomes part of it, or whether this 
person’s falling asleep in their room and lis¬ 
tening to it quietly so they don’t wake any¬ 
body up. 

So it’s an interpretive record? 

T: Oh, it’s wide open. 

Which expresses Joan of Arc best, 
shows or records? 

M: It depends. 

J: On the record, we had time to work 
through ideas and really figure it out, so it’s 
more a compression of the time we took to 
make it, but ideally when we play live it 
should be a representation of what we are at 
that moment. It should be like all the things 
leading up to that point. Ideally a Joan of Arc 
show would show the evolution of the songs 
and what we are up to that moment. 

T: I think we’re pretty successful at that. 

We’ve played a couple shows recently that 
were completely different; like playing songs 
completely differently or doing an acoustic 
set. I think that was successful. The songs are 
composed and they’re complete but it’s wide 
open. I didn’t notice until about 2 days ago 
when Sam told me that probably about 80% 
of what he plays is improvised. 

M; You might not be able to tell ‘cause the 
songs kinda still sound the same. But the 
songs aren’t like, “this is how it sounds,” it’s 
more like, “these are the parameters we’re 
going to set up that will work within the next 
three minutes of this song.” 

T: Yeah, they’ll never be the same all the time. 
The differences might be subtle and you 
might not notice them. 

Do you play different sets every night? 

E: Not really. 

J: One thing we know is important for us is 
that we need to play a variety of things that 


represent us as a whole. There are certain things 
that need to balance out other things, so the place¬ 
ment of the songs and the order they’re in is very 
important. If we don’t figure it out far enough in 
advance, it just never clicks and it’s lopsided in one 
direction or the other. 

What about the order of the songs on 
the album? 

T: I would say it’s vital. 

And why does it progress the way it does? 

T: There were some parts that were kind of ideas 
of sequences before actual songs, like “Romulans! 
Romulans!” for example. Where it would be on 
the album and how it would fit there was in my 
head before we ever played it. 

M: There are a lot of segments on the album that 
were made to suit a specific spot. We knew what 
had to be somewhere before it was a concrete idea 
or anything. So we would have to figure out what 
was needed to fill that spot, and then go from there. 

But you recorded it with two different peo¬ 
ple, and not in the same order. 

T: Actually there were about 600 different sessions. 

Did you know where everything went before 
you recorded it? 

T: Partially, there were so many different ses¬ 
sions.. . one of the places we recorded was so cheap 
that we just went in and would fuck around and 
take things as they went and then we had to aban¬ 
don a lot of stuff. 

J: It’s pretty obvious on the album that there are 
some songs that are very straight forward. As far as 
structure goes, they’re identifiable as a song. We 
knew what those songs were and we recorded them 
as they were. But then there were also a lot of 
songs just written to fill different parts. 

Is there any reason for having most of the 
lyrics in the first half? 

T: The lyrics kinda disappear as the record goes 
on. That was intentional. 

What’s more important, the method or the 
sentiment? 

T: They’re one and the same. People don’t under¬ 
stand that; y’know? That’s why a lot of bands are 
boring and they think they’re vastly interesting 
‘cause they’ll have these totally sincere sentiments 
they wanna get out, but the method has been done 
over and over and it has no power. It’s like what 
you say and how you say it. 

The words or the music, which is more 
essential to the expression? 


\ 

T: Again, I think they depend on each other. 

The way they interact with each other is what 
makes, a song interesting. Some bands don’t 
recognize that—they’ll just be singing miser¬ 
able lyrics over happy music. 

J: There’s no prerequisite to a Joan of Arc 
song that it has to have lyrics here or it can’t 
have any lyrics or it has to have all the instru¬ 
ments playing at one time. We try not to 
even think about those things ‘cause then 
everything that is there is important and is 
working together. The lyrics are very impor¬ 
tant, they’re not superficial to the music. 

What’s the most important part of your 
song writing process? 

T: All our songs are created by adding things 
and taking them away. 

J: A lot of time was spent talking and rewrit¬ 
ing and revising and trying something and 
letting it sit for a while and playing with it 
again later. Revision is the key. 

T: Taking away is the biggest part of it. A lot 
of times we notice and we’re like, “wow, I 
don’t think that needs to be there.” 

J: Yeah, stripping away the superficial, keep¬ 
ing the important things. 

T: We learn a lot from each other, more than, 
say, bands that we listen to. We’re inspiring 
to each other. 

J: I think a lot of our inspiration doesn’t come 
from listening to other rock bands or each 
other. It’s more like taking ideas from any¬ 
thing that you come across and translating 
that into a musical idea or whatever. We try 
to be pretty broad. 

T: If we have a shitty day or a great five min¬ 
utes it’ll all get in there somehow. 

Compared to Cap’n Jazz, this record 
seems really controlled and calculated. 

Was that intentional or conscious? 

M: I think it’s just a natural progression, we’re 
older and we know more. I think it’ll contin¬ 
ue to get more controlled. 

T: When we were in Cap’n Jazz we were just 
trying to do what was the most honest thing 
to how we were feeling, what we wanted to 
express at the time. I think we’re still doing 
that. We’re different people now, 

J; I would say it’s more like a conscious exten¬ 
sion than a departure. There’s not necessarily 
anything... 

How far ahead do you see Joan of Arc. 

Are you working on another album? 

M: We’re always looking forward, it’s always 
about what we’re going to be doing next and 
where it’s going. 
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J: In August or September we re gonna record 
an EP of new songs we’ve written and then 
begin recording the full length as soon as the 
HP’s done. We wanna record and release all 
of the things we have up 'till now. That way 
we get to start our full length clean. 

T: We re releasing them as packages according 
to when they were written 
M: Yeah, that's so important. Ever)' release is 
like a phase of Joan of Arc. They document 
what was happening when they were recorded. 
J: The songs are compartments of their cre¬ 
ation, which fit together in the compartment of 
the records, which fit into what Joan of Arc is, 
and that is compartmentalized by who we are. 


I think that even 
people who don’t 
like your music take 
away something 
from it because it’s 
so obviously 
thought out, they’re 
recognizing some¬ 
thing that they 
don’t like or isn’t a 
part of them. 


and everyone hates us, as long as we’ve 
•esented Joan of Are well, we’re really liapp.v 


I: Right, that is a huge 
* part of our band. 

I y Yeah, if we perform 

well and everyone 
hates us, as long as 
J we’ve represented Joan 
|S| °f Arc well, we’re really 

■ wjf happy. It’s a good 

thing. It’s fine with us 

- ; _ if people hate it. 

T: That's why we re so 
bad ass punk. That’s what’s so bad ass punk 
about it. No pop punk band is gonna show 
up and have the whole audience hate them 
and be shocked by what they do. 


Are a lot of people at your shows 
shocked? 


r s some. 
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I’ve always played gui¬ 
tar and written songs, 
but I never had the 
patience to have a band 
until a few years back. 
I’d always start bands 
and get really impatient 
with it and quit and the 
other members would 
go on to be in some 
better band than they 
were in with me! 


Which bands were 
those? 


I was in a band with 
my friends Joe and 
Chris who went on to 
be in Hoover. I was also 
in a band a while back 
with this guy Doug 
who used to be in the 
Lemonheads. I just 
never had any patience. 

So what finally made 
you buckle down and 
do Karate? 


So why write music? 


Bostons Karate are one of about five bands that I know 
of that are currently producing songs that are entirely 
their own. In this age of copycat cash-ins, sample hun¬ 
gry electronica, and far too much nostalgia rock, it 
seems unlikely for a band come along and gracefully 
spit in the face of convention not by having a schtick or 
a gimmick, but simply through rock-solid songcraft. In 


I ended up travelling a 
lot, bombing around the 
country, and I saw a lot of people and a lot of 
bands that I really loved—bands that were 
just so into it. I eventually just decided that I 
had to be patient if I really wanted it to hap¬ 
pen. I realized that I couldn’t be a control 
freak about it and that I couldn’t expect every¬ 
thing to be perfect. 

Can the label of “control freak" be applied to 
your role in Karate? 


true punk rock fashion it is all done without intention. 
Naturally I wanted to know what plays into the cre¬ 
ative make-up of guitarist/singer/lyricist Geoff Farina. 

interview by Jacob Otis Brennan 
photos by Shawn Scallen 


I hope not. Not only are the people in Karate 
my best friends, but they are also the most cre¬ 
ative and inspiring people to be around. 

In the song “Die Die” on the new record, you 
sing “all the girls and all my friends and all 
the kids I know/they pray out loud every day 
and still I have nothing to say.” Those lyrics 
seem to suggest some distance between the 


















writer and the listener. Now as a songwriter, 
being able to create gives you an outlet for 
frustration, but does it also hinder you in 
day to day interactions with other people? 

Well, to talk about that song in particular, its a 
basically a song about frustration and alien¬ 
ation; of not being able to relate. I definitely 
feel alienated from other people. But it’s not 
just me, I feel like “we are all alienated.” I hope 
that lyrically it doesn’t come off like I’m just 
speaking for myself. I got a mixed reaction from 
that song. Some people really liked it, and some 
were left to feel really offended. I think people 
thought that I was trying to separate myself 
rom other people or to say that I’m here and 
hat other people are there. 



...they get defensive about it. For others though, 
it sometimes has a positive effect, it makes you 
get off your ass and do something for yourself. 
That’s definitely what happened to me. There 
were always a lot of people around me that were 
doing really amazing things. 

Who were some of those people? 

When I lived in D.C., a ton of my friends— 
Simple Machines when they were first getting 
started, definitely all of the Dischord people— 
were doing things. I guess to answer your origi¬ 
nal question: If you create, and put yourself out 
there, you do alienate yourself from people. But 
if you can create a situation where you’re open 
to what other people think or to what they have 
to say, I think that rather 
than alienating yourself. 


“if you can create 
a situation where 
you’re open to 
what other people 
think or to what 
they have to say, I 
think that rather 
than alienating 
yourself, you can 
inspire people.” 


I think that anyone that is creative or is dri¬ 
ven to express themselves definitely comes 
off like that to other people, whether they 
try to or not. Just the simple fact that you 
come home from work and write songs 
rather than drinking a six pack, watching TV, 
falling asleep, getting up the next day to do 
the whole thing over again. That alienates 
you from those that do. 

I agree. I know that when I get really excited 
with people who do these amazing things, I 
usually have two reactions. I either kind of 
whine about it or it makes me get off my ass 
and say, “What do I want to do?” I think that 
people generally have one of those two reactions 
when they look upon creative people. If they 
feel threatened by it they... 

..either condescend to it or... 


you can inspire people. I 
know that people have done 
that to me and I can only hope that I have done 
that to other people. 

Do you think that you’re being somewhat of 
an idealist, or do you think that music can 
actually bring people together? 

It’s not neccessarily the music that brings people 
together, but rather the situation and people’s 
relationships to it. When people come together 
to go to a show or whatever, there can be a real¬ 
ly amazing atmosphere where people just feel 
something inside of themselves that goes 
beyond the basic enjoyment of the music. I 
think that when I was younger and going to 
shows, that’s what was so great. I hope that 
people kind of get that from coming to our 
shows. It’s weird though because I’m definitely 
not that social. I’m definitely the biggest asshole 


in the band, definitely the most grumpy, I 
don’t really tend to talk to people very 
much. I don’t meet very many people but 
by being in the band, I end up going out a 
lot have to meet lots of different people. It’s 
kind of my way of being social, since I can’t 
pull it off in “real life.” 

It creates a means for you to relate 
to people. 

Yeah. Some people can go out every night 
and have a great time with a million of 
their friends and all of their friends love 
them and they love their friends and they 
share a lot with each other. I just don’t 
have that ability built into me. I’ve noticed 
that with people that are heavily into their 
art, that it’s their way of connectiong; of 
saying, “We’re just like each other.” Now 
we can say “Hi” to each other when we’re 
walking down the street. 

I didn’t know how much of an influence 
D.C. had on you. 

I have to clarify that. It definitely had 
more of an influence on me as a person 
than it did as a musician. 

But who you are as a person influences 
you as a musician. I think that it’s kind 
of odd that when I listen to Karate, I 
simultaneously hear two random influ¬ 
ences that you don’t normally hear in 
most hardcore bands: Surf guitar and a 
lot of literary references. 

Well, that probably has a lot to do with me 
getting my masters in English. That defi¬ 
nitely has a lot to do with my make-up; it 
has a lot to do with how I relate to the 
world around me. As far as the surf influ¬ 
ence goes, I’ve just always loved that guitar 
style. I guess it goes back to my sister buy¬ 
ing a Link Wray record when I was growing 
up. People who I consider to be the most 
creative punk rockers are those that are 
looking outside of the punk scene for influ¬ 
ences. I guess it’s just who I am. I’m just this 
quirky, weird bag of influences. 

Are you ever afraid of revealing too 
much of yourself in your songs? 

Absolutely. The more that I do this, the 
more I hold back. I got more reactions 
than I ever wanted—more than I could 
deal with. It’s hard for me to sit down with 
somebody at some show and talk with 
them about personal things—I hate it. I 
definitely don’t know what to say to peo¬ 
ple. On the other hand, there will always 
be a rawness that is there. 

Rawness? 

Yeah, rawness. Like, “This is who I am and 
if you don’t like it than don’t listen to it.” ® 
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we have reached a lot of people even though 
we didn’t take this big “sellout” road. We 
kind of do things on this really independent, 
grass-roots DIY level and that’s what were 
comfortable with. I think a lot of bands have 
trouble reaching a lot of people, but we’ve 
done OK with it. If you talk to people in the 
community and people we’ve done benefits 
for, we’ve accomplished quite a bit besides 
just putting out a couple records and being 
in zines. 

J: It’s not like, “OK, Martin and Jose finally 
found a way of putting together a message 
and then playing this music that’s really 
angry at the same time.” We got that to hap¬ 
pen in 2-3 months worth of practicing. But 
doing that helps to show other people, just 
through example, that they can do something 
in their own way. We’ve got a lot of friends 
around here that are poets and they saw the 
lyric sheets, when we used to have them, and 
they go, “Wow, maybe I can write about stuff 
I want to write about.” It doesn’t have to be 
to music, it could be to something else like 


Los Crudos is arguably the most important punk band around today. Theyve been around for 7 years bringing 
their brand of blistering, intense political punk hardcore to people all over the U.S., Mexico, Canada, Europe, 
and Japan. Their plans to conquer the world are extending to South America this winter ; Every interview I've 
ever read with Crudos over the years has been 100% political - which is rad, l wish more bands were like that - 
but l wanted to try a different approach. Put your red pens and political scratch books aside andjust enjoy. 


So you guys have been around for what, 7 
years now? Why don’t the founding fathers 
here talk about what the impetus behind 
Los Crudos was. 


M: It was basically an idea to mix cultural 
identity with the music we wanted to do. I 
shared this idea with a couple people and we 
formed the band as a tool to communicate— 
to express our ideas. It was targeted at a lot of 
the people in our community actually, a lot 

of the young people. We p—-—- 

wanted to share the ideas 

as a way of saying “You’re W 

$ : not alone. There is shit 1L,~. 

I ti ! 

going on, its not just in 
your head.” There are a lot 
? of other things that went 

| along with it: why sing in Spanish as 
opposed to English and all that. There 
are reasons for everything we’ve done, 
i Jji J: How can we go broke for 7 straight 
years? Let’s start a band. 


Martin’s doing right now with his poetry. It 
just added an element that wasn’t there 
before that needed to be there. Because 
before that you didn’t have enough activity, 
not community activity like benefits, but 


What do you think you’ve accomplished? 


M: Initially we accomplished what we had 
set out to do by just forming this band and 
actually doing something and communicat¬ 
ing our ideas to a lot of people. There are 
some people in this community who don’t 
really think the route that we’ve taken is 
accessible enough. We still feel that the route 
we’ve chosen has done good for us because 








activity other than parties. It’s kind of like what’s 
going on at Calles Y Suenos, a community cen¬ 
ter—somebody will come by and read their poem 
and we’ll play a gig and two other bands will come 
out. Keep doing something like that for 2 or 3 
years in the beginning and you’ll help start a dia¬ 
logue, at least amongst the youth. 

M: There was really nothing going on, there was 
nothing happening around. Everything was really 
separated before too. You had this group of artists 
that painted or whatever but there was no interac¬ 
tion between maybe people that were musicians 
and artists and poets. Now, everybody’s doing 
things collectively or together and that’s nice 
because it just expands the whole concept of com¬ 
munity and people working together. I think out 
of everything we’ve accomplished as far as the 
band goes, is that we proved that you can do 
things independently; you don’t have to sit around 
at home waiting for somebody for that million 
dollar call—to take you somewhere or to tell you 
you’re OK now. We said, “Fuck you, we don’t 
need anybody to tell us we’re OK,” and we did 
what we wanted to do. I think a lot of people saw 
that, a lot of young people see us as an example 
and there have been other bands that have 
formed—not necessarily hardcore punk bands— 
but Spanish rock bands that have formed that are 
playing shows in houses and spaces and doing 
things too. 

That’s one thing that’s definitely undeniable 
about you guys as a band: Your DIY ethics, atti¬ 
tude, and approach to everything. You put 
together your own records on your own label 
[Lengua Armada] so obviously it’s something 
that’s very important to you. But it’s also some¬ 
thing that’s so obviously time consuming. To 
hand screen all your record covers; the fact that 
you’re willing to put in all these extra hours; how 
did that come about when it would be so easy 
for you to just sign to a pretty big label? How 
large a part is this DIY ethic to the band? 

M: It’s everything. I think everything we do 
evolves around a hands-on, totally involved DIY 
thing. The element is always there whether it’s just 
doing the label or the records or the way we do our 
shows. Everything about what we do has evolved 
around that. We are basically saying that we want 
to have total control over what we do, over what 
we put out. 

J: Practicing what we preach. 

M: Yeah, that’s basically it. You’re not only just 
talking about being DIY or independent, your life 
is like that as much as it could possibly be. Again, 
it just follows up on not waiting for somebody else 
to do it for you—even when it comes to the labor 
and the time. I have a job, I go to school, I do 
things, we don’t just fucking sit around and have 
no work and live off the band and sit around and 
paint covers all day. We don’t do that. It is time 
consuming but I like the feeling of creating from 


nothing to something. It’s easy to go to Kinko’s 
and just xerox the covers or send them off to some 
printer. I like getting involved in the whole process 
and completing it and going to some kid’s house 
on another street or another country and going, 
“Wow, we put that record together.” The feeling is 
really good. Something was totally in your hands 
and you were all dirty with it and involved with 
it—it’s a cool feeling. I like that. People say we’re 
crazy because we do a lot of it, almost all of it. 

Yeah, I am a little crazy, [laughter] 

E: You so crazy! 

M: I’se fierce crazy! A lot of that is me. The guys 
are like, “Aah, you fucking take too much time to 
do this,” but I get into it. I’m into the arts and 
stuff so I get into doing things like that. It’s fun. 

It’s unique. It looks different when you put it up 
against a lot of other records. 

J: It’s another part of the message. It would be so 
cold and easy to send off artwork to some printer 
and send off the DAT but...it’s too easy, [laughs] 

So it’s better to do hard work, I guess, [laughter] 

E: I think by us 
getting involved 
with what we’re 
doing in terms 
of things like 
that, it shows 
that we’re actual¬ 
ly into what 
we’re talking 
about and that it 
actually means 
something. It’s 
really easy to go and say all this shit and just let 
someone else take care of it for you. When you put 
more effort into it, rather than just saying stuff, 
that just shows that you’re committed to what 
you’re talking about, that it actually means some¬ 
thing to you. 

M: It’s not just about it being easy. You have bands 
that talk about the whole DIY ethic but again, a 
lot of those bands are the same people who sit 
around waiting for some other kid doing a label to 
come along and say, “Hey, I’ll put out your 
record,” or “Your demo’s good enough.” I think 
bands should just say, “I’m not going to wait 
around for some other kid or for some other per¬ 
son to tell us that our band is OK or good 
enough.” Set your own fucking standards. That’s 
what we did from the beginning. We weren’t a 
band trying to have this certain sound to be on 
this label or that label. We were just doing what 
Los Crudos wanted to do. I think people in the 
long run can really respect that if you can really 
pull it off and do it. It feels a lot more real. 

Back to the passing reference that Jose made 
about the lyric sheets—I remember when you 
first got together you passed out lyric sheets at 
almost every show and I haven’t seen that for a 


while and I’m just wondering, is that something 
you’ve sort of abandoned or do you just want to 
create a real dialogue between you and audi¬ 
ence members or is it something else? 

M: We do a lot of talking at the gigs and a lot of 
explanations of the songs, so I just felt at times we 
didn’t need the lyric sheets. I mean, there are a lot 
of people that have seen us tons of times and they 
know what the words are about, they know what 
the songs are about, they have the records with the 
lyrics. I guess when there are people that have 
never been to our shows before, never heard of the 
band, it can really come in handy because they’re 
not going to get anything out of it except for the 
topics of the songs which is usually what makes 
them go, “Wow, that was really cool, this was the 
first time I saw you and it was really great,” and 
that’s nice. I guess we will some time again if we 
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get the urge. We just haven’t lately. Right now the 
band is in this really weird stage where Ebro’s 
going to school and Jose’s in this pursuit 
of...[laughter] He’s, you know, in transit. He’s liv¬ 
ing in a transient hotel, [laughter] Jose’s trying to 
get work. Juan’s really busy working. I’m working 
and going to school. We’re just really trying to do 
other things. Since Juan is new on bass, we’re try¬ 
ing to write new songs and we’re trying to teach 
him the old ones. We don’t really have as much 
free time to get ourselves organized enough and do 
lyric sheets but we’ll eventually get on them again. 
E: We’re waiting for Spanish to become the second 
language in the U.S. and then everyone will know 
what we’re talking about, [laughter] Word. 

J: Palabra. [palabra is Spanish for word] 

The stuff that you do talk about in between 
songs now seems to have a lot more to do with 
personal politics whereas before it was more 
about world politics, global politics. Is this a 
conscious decision? 

M: I think it’s all connected. I think at first we 
were doing more of a world political thing, but I 
think a lot of that was going over people’s heads. A 
lot of kids at shows, they can’t relate to a dictator¬ 
ship that happened in another country because 
their life will probably never run into that. Talking 
about immigrant issues, which we still talk about 
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now, there’s still that element of world/local poli¬ 
tics which affects a lot of us and we still integrate 
that into our shows. But by taking things at a 
global level, I felt at times that people were just 
going, “OK, well, how does that affect me, why do 
I care about that?” When you bring things down 
to a personal level, you’re still talking about the 
same issues, but you bring them down to some¬ 
body’s level. It’s easier for them to comprehend 
and relate it to themselves; relate it to punks and 
to everyday U.S./Chicago people. We could talk 
about immigrants and immigrant rights and still 
some kids in the suburbs will go, “Well, how does 
that affect me?” Well, I thought about it and real¬ 
ized that they think they don’t come in contact 
with people who are from other parts of the world, 
they don’t think about themselves or their grand¬ 
parents as ever being immigrants, they think of it 
as an alien thing, an alien person. They have to 
think about the job market, the work force—what 
impact or role do immigrants play in the work 
force? Do they think about how maybe the restau¬ 
rants they and their families go to eat at, the 
majority of the people in the kitchen cooking their 
fucking food are immigrants. That’s the thing, you 
have to relate it so they can get it and make con¬ 
nections. Yeah, a lot of the stuff has gone on a 
more personal level but it’s been done on purpose. 
And if people still aren’t getting it— if you never 
got it back then and you are not getting it now, 
you never will fucking get it. I’ve always taken that 
attitude in the sense that if people are just clueless, 
mainly it’s because they want to be that way. And 
I’m not going to sit around waiting for fucking 
people to catch onto things, we’re not going to 
waste our time with that. If you’re into what’s 
going on and you’re into wanting to know or hear 
about different things or what’s happening on a 
world level. We kind of do that and we expect peo¬ 
ple to do it with us too, but for people that aren’t 
into it, whatever. I don’t care. We’re going to move 
on and keep doing it. 

E: I just spaced out for a second and when I came 
back, all I heard was “and we expect people to do it 
with us.” [laughter] For a second I was thinking... 
M: Do it with me! 

E: That’s the reason why Martin came out at our 
show: He figured he could pick up more guys that 
way! [laughter] 

Was it frustrating to go to new places like 
Europe where people might not have your 
records and they might not know what you’re 
about and have people go, “Shut up and play!”? 

M: Yeah, it felt like our first shows all over again. 
There were people that were, of course, really 
great people—people who were very into it, had 
read interviews, had records, had heard about 
us—so there were a lot of people that were really 
nice and really into it and then there were a lot of 
people that just didn’t give a fuck. People that I 
think are too bored with what they’re doing in 
their life and need to do something—I don t 
know, macrame—to get involved with something 
because they’re in this scene and I don t know 
what it holds for them. 

E: I think in the U.S., people pretty much know 
who we are and so people that want to see us 
come to see us. But it seemed like a lot of people 


in Europe were just going to the show to go to 
the show. I think we also had to deal with the fact 
that because we’re from the U.S., and people, 
maybe subconsciously or even outright, were 
prejudiced against that because most bands that 
go to Europe are just going to go to Germany to 
make a bunch of money and then fly out. We had 
to deal with the U.S. band stereotype of a band 
that’s just going over to “rock out“ for everyone 
and not give a shit about anything, just take 
money and leave. People were kind of treating us 
that way. Plus, a lot of shows in England were in 
bars, so I think a lot of people were going just to 
go to the bar and there happened to be bands 
playing. So we had to deal with shit like that and 
it was kind of a pain in the ass. 

M: It was weird. It made me really question a lot 
of what was going on there and why we were 
there. I mean, we went there because we were 
invited. I really have this thing where I feel like 
we’re not going to go anywhere unless we’re invit¬ 
ed. We’re not here to impose ourselves or what we 
believe on fucking anybody. I’m not going to 
waste my time or energy on that. But if people 
ask us to go somewhere, that’s an invitation, so 
we’ll go. And then if some people just can’t deal 
with it or just want to be entertained, well then 
you know we re not the band to ask to come over. 
That was the hard part for me because, of course, 

I do a lot of the the talking on stage and it was 
really frustrating at times because it’s one thing if 
somebody doesn’t want to hear you, whatever, 
they go away, but it’s another thing entirely when 
people are getting in your face and getting 
obnoxious —I mean right in my face and talking 
shit and then I have to talk shit back—or some¬ 
body being too drunk and stupid and biting me 
or doing something ridiculous. 

E: And the worst thing about all that is that they 
were doing it in the name of punk rock. I would 
hope that people have realized that it’s not about 
that anymore. Maybe 20 years ago when it was just 
something for bored kids to do, maybe, but it’s 
grown into something a lot more than that. 

People are still stuck in that fucking stupid atti¬ 
tude. It’s frustrating. 

M: I thought there were some really great scenes. I 
liked the Eastern European scene a lot, I liked the 
southern part of Europe a lot. And we had good 
times a lot of places—I’m not going to sit here and 
disregard certain countries. It’s just that some 
places felt a little more relaxing or inviting or just a 
little more calm than other places. I liked the east¬ 
ern countries because a lot of this is still new to 
them. They haven’t had 15 years of the same old 
thing. They’re just a bunch of totally bored people. 
In Europe a lot of things seem pretty stagnant and 
some people feel there’s nothing to really be too 
concerned about and again, I don’t want to gener¬ 
alize, but I thought people felt like, “What is this 
band talking about? I don’t get it.” Like Ebro was 
saying, people tried to treat us like we were some 
big-ass American hardcore band that just came 
over to fucking rake in the bucks. We changed the 
name of the song “Spic Band” to “That’s Right 


Motherfucker, We’re Not That Gringo Band,” and 
it was just a way to say, “Fuck you, too because 
they, in a way, were trying to put us in some cate¬ 
gory that we don’t fit in and we never have. But I 
think a lot of people in the punk scene in Europe 
are probably not thinking about what we’re doing. 
It’s like if in Europe, a band of Turkish kids or 
Moroccan kids or any group of minorities or a 
group of people that are usually these “illegal" 
immigrants in Europe were to form a band like 
Los Crudos, sing in their own language and start 
their own whole fucking thing and tell people, 

“Fuck you,” then they would probably get what 
was going on. But you know what? They probably 
wouldn’t like it. It got to be really frustrating 
because it felt like we were starting all over again. 

So the issues that we’re talking about like immigra¬ 
tion, a lot of people are like, “Yeah, bleargh, what¬ 
ever.” It’s like, you know what? You have an immi- 
grnt problem here too so I don’t know what the 
fuck you’re blabbing about over there. The other 
thing is, they didn’t want to hear anybody. They 
knew it all, heard it all. It was just pathetic. In cer¬ 
tain cases, people would just scream out, “Viva 
Zapata!” or “Viva Chiapas!” and it’s like, if Zapata 
was up here right now speaking, people would be 
telling him to shut up. 

E: That’s what people considered to be their politi¬ 
cal act, yelling out “Viva Zapata!” They learned 
that at a rally or something and that was the extent 
of what they could do. Of course it was extremely 
frustrating but in a way, I think it was good. In the 
U.S., we’re used to having people that are into it 
and are listening to it but this just showed us that 
we can’t always be comfortable. There’s always the 
argument of preaching to the converted but obvi¬ 
ously, not everyone is fucking converted. It just 
shows that there’s a point to what we’re doing, talk¬ 
ing about this stuff, talking with people, the need to 
fucking speak out about this. 

I think even in the U.S., especially when you 
came out, Martin, a lot of people were talking 
about overhearing other people saying stuff 
about it. 

E: When people come to see us, they know what 
to expect. They might be hung up on stupid shit 
like the fact that Martin’s gay and I’m white or 
whatever. But they pretty much know what they’re 
going to get. What I was saying is that it proves to 
all of us that not everyone is totally down with 
what we’re saying. So I think it’s good because 
we’re able to say our piece and rile people up. 

Kind of going with that, I’ve heard about a lot of 
people being weird about you being in the 
band, Ebro, and being like, “Oh, he doesn’t 
understand what they’re talking about. He’s 
just playing drums.” 

E: Yeah, I was hired, [laughter] They found me on 
the street. I was an orphan, they bought me. They 
put me down in the basement and chained me up 
to a drum set. 
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M: No, actually we went to Tower Records and 
saw this little classified that said, “White boy needs 
spic band to play with.” [laughter] 

E: I wanted to be down with the Mexicans. 

M: We needed a drummer and it said, “I like Rage 
Against the Machine,” so we took him. [laughter] 

I know you get a lot of flak for that and you get a 
lot of flak for also playing in Charles Bronson, 
‘cause they’re not perceived to be a political 
band. I was just curious how you feel about that. 

J: The weird thing is that he never gets flak for 
playing shitty! [laughter] 

E: I think, obviously, that it's stupid. I think peo¬ 
ple need to find something to talk shit about. They 
need to find something wrong with everything 
because they’re bored or whatever. Shit-talking has 
been a big thing in hardcore for a while. A lot of 
people question the fact that I have light-colored 
skin or that I fucking play in another band that 
doesn’t speak about politics at all—well, maybe 
vaguely, not as outward. It’s nitpicking, it’s stupid. 
Anyone that knows me, knows why I’m down, 
[laughter] I think people are just bored and they 
need something to talk shit about. If they have a 
problem, why don’t they just come to me about it? 
M: If Ebro was clueless to what the band was 
about, he wouldn’t be in the band. We wouldn’t 
have him play in our band. I’m not going to just 
get whoever the fuck knows how to play drums. 
When we wanted to get a drummer, I was about to 
place an ad that said, “We don’t just need a drum¬ 
mer. We need somebody who is a cool person, 
who knows what we’re about, can relate to what 
we’re about, and happens to play drums.” The 
band wasn’t looking for a drummer. We don’t need 
drummers, we don’t need musicians, we need peo¬ 
ple who are into what the band is about. And basi¬ 
cally we chose Ebro because we knew him from 
before. He has been to our shows since we started 
playing and I always thought he was a cool person 
and he happened to play drums. 

E: They needed another soldier in the Crudos 
army, [laughter] 

M: And he has this cracked, fiicked-up sense of 
humor that makes us laugh sometimes. 

Sometimes? [laughter] 

E: All the fucking time! 

M: So if anybody has anything to say about Ebro 
being the drummer, you fucking come talk to me 
about it... 

And he’ll kick yo’ ass. 

M: And I’ll get all up in yo’ face, you wanna know 
what’s up. [laughter] 

E: They’re dead if they talk shit. 

M: The fucking Crudos wrath is coming down, 
[laughter] 

E: I come from a Spanish speaking background, I 
know what the fuck they’re talking about. It’s not 
like they’re teaching me. 

M: By the way, we’re not a 3-piece. There’s a mem¬ 
ber here who hasn’t said a fucking word, [laughter] 
Ju-an Ju-an from the hair salon in L.A. [laughter] 
Juan Jimenez is the new bass player and um... he’s 
all right, [laughter] 


fact that in every interview I’ve read, it’s 
been Martin... 

E: He talks too much? [laughter] 

...who does the interviews and he’s also the one 
that talks the most during the shows and I want 
to know how you guys feel about that. Juan? 

X: It’s all right, [laughter] 

E: Well, he’s the one that writes the lyrics, he’s got 
a big mouth, he’s long-winded, [laughter] 
Personally, because I just joined the band a little 
over a year and a half ago, I kind of feel like a lot 
of times it’s not my place to be talking like when 
someone’s like, “Why’d you start the band?” I’m 
not going to go, “Well, you see...” you know? I 
just think he’s eloquent, he’s able to say stuff in a 
manner which I think befits the band. He’s able to 
say things in an intelligent manner. 

J: It’s not easy, you know, putting it to the point 
and making it sound not dogmatic or like it’s out 
of some political bible or something. Sometimes 
he might blame himself, maybe we blame our¬ 
selves as well because we don’t talk about things 
enough or we don’t say, “Hey, what do we want to 
talk about during 
the gig today?” 

Maybe there’s not 
enough commu¬ 
nication. But 
when it comes to 
playing, yeah, he 
gets a lot of the 
mode but as long 
as we’re confident 
and we’re not 
messing up and 
we give him that comfortable space to talk in and 
as long as he feels OK with talking about certain 
things as well, then it’s cool. Because the intention 
is that were all supposed to help each other out. If 
he feels in a bad mood and the rest of us are in a 
bad mood and we really don’t want to talk then 
what’s the point in playing? If we can’t talk, we 
won’t play. 

E: Yeah, because Jose’s mouth would be all full 
of beer and cigarettes and shit, [laughter] And 
he’d be all, “uughhh.” And then Juan would be 
all, “Zapatistas, they’re all right.” [laughter] And 
I would just say something that would make 
people mad. 

Well, someone asked me the other day, “So, 
out of all the members of Crudos, besides 
Martin, who else is actually into the politics?” 

E: We don’t even know Martin. He just flies into 
the studio, yeah, he does the vocal tracks, we just 
lay down the music, [laughter] That’s stupid. I’m 
not in this band just to play in a band. I mean, 
why the fuck would we be there all this time if it 
didn’t actually mean something to us? Again, I 
think that’s just someone just trying to find some¬ 
thing to complain about. Again, if you want to 
know anything about us, just come and talk to us. 
It’s not like we’re hard to get ahold of or untouch¬ 


able like we’re rockstars that you can’t come talk to. 
M: And I think another thing is that if I ever felt 
that the band was just a bunch of people who real¬ 
ly didn’t care and were just playing music, then I 
wouldn’t do it. If I ever feel that die—and I’ve 
always said this in interviews in he past—if I really 
feel it gets to the point where it’s dead, then I’m 
going to stop. I’m not going to do it. We all do 
things—Jose has side projects that he does with 
the people in the neighborhood and he does things 
involved with the space downstairs [Calles Y 
Suenos], Juan does things too, we all do things. It’s 
not just a band thing. Los Crudos is not a party of 
its own. We’re just 4 individuals that got together 
with ideas and we’re expressing those ideas and it 
doesn’t end there. With a lot of bands, when the 
band’s over, they move onto bigger and better 
things. They get their degrees in school and they’re 
the future yuppies of America and I think that’s 
something that’s probably never going to happen 
to any one of us in this band. You can take the 
music away from our politics or our lives but 
whether the band exists or not, we’re going to go 
on being immigrants or immigrants’ children and 
we’re going to go on being in this same neighbor¬ 


hood, in the same community, dealing with the 
same problems whether it’s on immigration or 
racism or the violence—it’s all going to be around. 
Everything Los Crudos writes about is happening 
now—here—and it’s going to continue to happen 
and we’re not going to be able to ever tear our¬ 
selves away from that. So people can talk their shit, 
people can always walk away from hardcore and 
say, “OK, that was a^art of my youth,” but what 
Los Crudos is doing is basically something that’s 
going to go on from now until forever. Until we 
no longer exist. 

E: It’s like a gang. You can’t get out of it. [laughter] 
M: Shut the fuck up. 

E: They had to beat me in and shit. 

M: In all seriousness, that’s how I feel about 
things. Like I said, the band can end right now, it 
can end this afternoon but the whole thing that 
encompasses why we started—that’s going to keep 
on going, Crudos or no Crudos, it doesn’t matter. 
Basically what the songs were written for and why 
we write the songs and lyrics and everything we’ve 
talked about, it’s a part of us. We’ll never be able to 
walk away from that. ® 


“Everything Los Crudos writes about is happening 
now — here—and its going to continue to happen 
and were not going to be able to ever tear ourselves 
away from that. ” 


Well then let me address this next question 
to Juan and Jose and Ebro. Just going on the 
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QUIXOTE 


1. When did your band form? June 7th, 1996. 

2. When will it break up? August 18th, 2002 that’s the day Joel 
Wick drops dead from a heartattack due to stress. 

3. What have you released so far? 2 song 7” and a full length 
cd on Makoto recordings. We have a split 7” with TRANS 
MEGETTI that will be out December 5th on Makoto recordings. 

4. Why do you play the music that you play? It is the end output 
of the collective creative input of three individuals. 

5. What’s the weirdest thing you’ve ever had happen at a 
show? Honestly, we’ve never had something weird happen at a 
show, a few things on a way to a show (like ufo’s), but we can’t 
talk about that due to legalities and the FBI. 

6. What’s the best show you’ve ever played? with TRANS- 
MEGETTI @ THE FIRESIDE BOWL. IT HAD TO DO 
WITH EVERYTHING, HOW WE PLAYED, THEY PLAYED, 
THE PEOPLE, THE PLACE. ALL AROUND EXCELLENT. 


11. What bands do you see as your contemporaries? That’s 
kind’ve a weird question, because these bands are also good friends 
or we feel pretty comfortable with, bands like Transmegetti, The 
Van Pelt, Regulator Watts, Thoughts of Ionesco, Wallside, 
Computer Cougar, there’re a lot of people we feel contemporary 
with, they’re all too numerous to mention. 

12. What is the antithesis of your band? no comment. 

13. Outside of music and bands, what influences you? Our 

friends, family,, AK Press, activism, Charles Maggio, bizarre 
theories, Charles Maggio, reading. I’m sure there’s alot more I 
can’t think of at the moment. 

14. What is “selling out”? Very simple. I’ll give you a very recent 
and all-encompassing example: Chumbawamba. 

15. If you could make a living off of your band, would you? Yes, 
as long as we could do it ethically and have control. We actually 
mean that and aren’t willing to compromise like so many others for 
that great and wonderful cop out of “better distribution”. 


7. State your purpose. THIS COULD BE AN ENTIRE MAN¬ 
IFESTO, BUT WE’LL ABRIDGE THIS VERSION. 

To ultimately connect with people through our music and interac¬ 
tion, to from some sort of community that thrives on non-main¬ 
stream ideas and DIY ideas and ethics. To be able to do that 

through shows, hanging out with people, traveling, etc.We’d 

love to motivate or inspire people in some way, shape or form. To 
educate in a productive manner that doesn’t involve getting on any 
sort of pedestals or soapboxes. Also, I (Joel) would like to destroy 
capitalism, major labels, and lousy S & M sessions (whoops......) 

8. Do you mind that your band is always being billed as “ex- 
Iron Maiden?” It’s not really a problem anymore, now that Steve 
Harris isn’t playing bass for us anymore. Adrian Smith has assimi¬ 
lated quite well into the punk rock scene, so things should be fine 
from now on. No more spandex, at least. 

9. How do you describe yourself to relatives who have no idea 
about what you play? I tell them I play a form of music based on 
rocknroll but it’s louder and differently structured a bit and the 
ideology is way different. 

10. How do you describe yourself to kids in the scene who 
haven’t heard you? I would say that we’re driving, energetic, 
powerful, serious, melodic, and we put all our emotions into every 
part of it. 


16. Where do you practice? Inside, with instruments. 

17. If you could play on a four band bill, with any bands that 
have ever existed, who would you play with, and what order 
would they play? Black Flag, Sonic Youth, Joy division, Crass. 

18. What goals do you have as a band? To constantly push 
ourselves towards new ground, and to interact with more people 
and travel more extensively, as well as getting booty calls from 
Dan Sinker and Charles Maggio. 

19. What makes for a good show? Most importantly, the people 
the bands we’re playing with, all ages, low door price, and a good 
PA. And Charles Maggio. 

20. If you were to cover a song (that you don’t already) what 
would it be? It would be “867-5309 (Jenny)” by Tommy Tutone. 

I could be joking. Maybe, maybe not. 

Quixote 
po box 50403 
kalamazoo,MI 49005 
(616)344-5707 

email: makotorec@hotmail.com 
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5. Why is your zine called with it’s called? 

I got it off an old Girl Trouble record. It basically means, like 
shut up and do it, no bullshitin' around. It's kind of our 
modus operandi. I beleive I can do anything I want to, except 
turn invisible and levitate. 


6. In order of importance, what would you rank as the 
three main subjects you cover? 

1) Me and Sean's unending stream of self congradualory 
propaganda. 

2) Bands we love that no one else is paying attention to. 

3) People who take themselves too seriously and are in serious 
need of being mocked, full force. 


7. What’s the hardest part about doing your zine? 

Knowing when to go to sleep. Learning Quark tools, trying to 
exercise what’s good taste and what’s just plain cruel. Having 
the other editor live in another city. Looking in the mirror 
after staying up for 70 hours working on it. 


8. What’s the most rewarding? 

The fact that there is still a fair amount of people don't “get 
it” or understand the zine or don't know who the bands we 
write about are, they don't get the sense of humor. That way I 
know we are doing something right. If it is something every¬ 
one eunderstands, then it’s like, lowest common denominator, 
I don't want un-smart people identifying with what we are 
attempting to do. 


9. Are you doing your zine for the free records? 

We keep getting taken off mailing lists cos of some brutal reviews we 
print, so the amount of free swag is rapidly dwindling. 

10. Was it weird to interview the ghost of late Harlem 
Globetrotter Curley Neil? 

No, not really. He'a huge fan of Jawbox too, so we had a lot to talk about. 
I heard he's starting an ‘88 style hardcore band with Norm Axenas. 

11. What was the best and worst interview you’ve ever done? 

Best: Last issue's Fugazi interview. I had wanted to do it for years, but 
I was waiting for the right time. I flew to DC to do it and Talked to 
Ian for like 2.3 hours and it completely inspired me and I came back 


1. How long have you been doing your zine and what issue are 
you on? 

Six years this October 7th. 


2. How long do you plan on doing it for? 

Until the 4 horsemen of the apocolypse ride the earth. Or until it’s a 
complete drag, which ever comes first. 


3. What would cause you to quit? 

Music ceasing to be the most moving, inspiring force in my life. 


4. How do you distribute your zine? 

Revolver, Desert Moon, Cargo, NAIL, Bottlenekk. Plus, ALL of the 
contributours are in bands and they always bring a couple 
hundred on the road with them. 

























to LA with a renewed sense of purpose. Seeing someone sticking to 
their guns and practice the principles they “preach” ( for lack of a bet¬ 
ter word ) with out being self righteous and... I came back to LA and 
had more faith than ever about running my zine/business/band the 
way I believe in. Interviews don't usually effect my life in any sort of 
profound way. this one did. 

Worst: I just interviewed the Monorchid and the first question was 
“What’s the worst thing about being in your band?” And then after a 
long pause Andy says, "Having to do inane interviews." He was just 
kind of a dick, but it came out really funny, so it's all good. One time 
I was really sick and on all this cold medicine and spit INSIDE the 
Seaweed van while intervieing them and they got really really pissed 
and actually kind of yelled at me. 

12. Quote your favorite thing ever said in the pages of 
your zine. 

Prank Calls in issue 10 where we called people out of that bandmate 
wanted ads and a guy sang “the trooper” by Iron Maiden over the 
phone or Sean's call to some guy that started like this: 

Sean: What sort of qualifications do I need for this? 

Guy: You need to be female. 

Sean: (in normal boy voice) I am female. 

13. Do you write everything yourself? If so why? If not, how do 
you find writers? 

I used to do like 90% of it myself, now it's down to like 45%. Why? 
Because now I have freinds. I find my writers in other magazines and 
steal them. Or I find them at bus stops. 

14. How is your zine produced? Does it cost you anything or 
do you scam it? 

I think on some sort of big machine at the magazine printer. My 
printers speak Chinese almost exclusively, so all I know is how much it 
cost and when to pick it up. It's pretty much paying for itself. 

15. Handwritten vs. Typewriter vs. Computer? 

Bought a Power Mac and scanner and all that fancy crap instead of 
going to college and I have never regretted it once. 

16. What other zines inspire you? 

Commodity for it's honesty and humour, Punk Planet for it's layout 
and dedication, Change for it's fandom and fuck you-ness, Your Flesh's 
brutal honesty and grad school vocabularies. My main inspiration has 
always been badly layed out, soulless, easily impressed zines that ask 
stupid bands stupid questions that no one cares what the answer really 
is—like who gives a fuck how Texas is the Reason got their name? you 


know? Bad zines inspire me to do better and not waste peoples time 
and paper with a whole lot of unentertaining ass kissing, scene reports 
and bad scans. 

17. What is “selling out?” 

I could answer, but that would be fruitless. There has been far to much 
blathering digression as of late regarding who is selling out or what is 
selling out. This is a punk zine, read by punk kids, they know what sell¬ 
ing out is, chances are they aren't going to be moved or changed by any¬ 
thing I could add to the topic. 

18. If you could live off of your zine would you? 

Yeah, but it would proably become complete crap. 

Example: Ben is Dead. 

19. If you had a chance to interview someone who you most 
likely would never have a chance to talk to, who would it be? 

I’ve tryed to get Lynda Barry, who draws Ernie Pook's Comeek —it's in 
a lot of weekly apers around the country—I've approached her like, 3 
times, and she won't do it. 

20. Describe your dream interview (who, where, what setting?) 

Well, it's not really an interview, BUT, I want to have the “3rd Wave 
Emo Band Olympics.” Long jump, sprints., the whole bit, but then 
also have stuff like "Sunny Day Real Estate lyrics trivia," "Cutest token 
girl bassist contest," "who's on the most split 7"s contest"... 

Jessica Hopper 
2302 Griffith Park Blvd 
LA CA 90039 
213 665 7972 
hyper@Hvestworld.com 
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But for those who love comparisons... 
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Afraid, Q-Factor, Dillinger Four, Those 
Unknown, The Strike, Pressgang, 
Thenceforward, Swallowing Shit, & 
Deadstoolpigeon. Comes with 42 page issue 
no 5 V 2 of Contrascience zine. Benefit for 
Resource Center for the Americas and 
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Objectors. $7ppd 


Man Afraid Those Disenchanted 

The 2nd 7”. Hard-hitting and melodic. More 
urgent than the last one. $3ppd 


Also Available: 

Man Afraid - Uphill Struggle 

The first 7”. 7” $3ppd 

No Slow...AII Go! 

Twin Cities comp w/23 bapds. 5 extra 

songs on LP. 2xLP $9ppd CD $8ppd 

Some other stuff... 1 

Allied Comp - The Big Fix 

22 band comp featuring Man Afraid, J-Church, Rail, etc. 

CD $3ppd 

Strike/Dillinger 4 

2 great bands from Mpls-St. Paul. Mod/fDowerful pop 
punk. 7” $3ppd 


All prices are postage-paid. If in Canada and Mexico add $1 Other 
countries add $2 Make checks payable to Pat Wirz Thanks! 
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New CD from D.C.'s 
ADAM WEST! 

Distributed by 

Get Hip Distribution 

(412)231-4766 

and 

Lumberjack Distribution 

)43-3220 


Contact Fandango for other releases: 

lannn isost street, nw#a 
' ' Jta ' '~j Washington, DC 20009-7128 

records jyas@ioc.gov 

www.access.digex.net/-yield/adamwest.html 


Rot’en Roll Records Presents 
the First LP from the Sludge Gods... 


The First Negative Reaction 
Full Length CD. 
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E. Northport, NY 11731 
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CD 206-005/206 Records: 
The Unpunk Album 


Lyftyrd'S 
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-Lynyrd’* Innards amscray Lp/Cd 
Debut album of a great band. 

Solid song writing with an 80*$ punk 

rock feel. First 500 Lps on White vinyl! 
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-The Letterbombs s/t 7' 

Debut 7" of fast & melodic 
hardcore with female vocals 
Very orginal sound. 

Harmless #15 


-The Monsignors 
M 668, The Neighbor of the Beast" 
Double T 

Eight songs of really fun ska/punk 
that is way more on the punk side. 

Harmless #14 




-The Traitors Tm So Happy When 
Tm Hating" T 
Fast hardcore/punk featuring current 
members of No Empathy & 

Apocaiyspe Hoboken. 
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•The BoDweevfls/Wolker split T* 
One new orginal from each band 
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-thirtyiecondsdeep "Hot Carl” 7” 

Emocore/punk with an orginal sound. 

Seems to remind people of Jawbreaker. 

Harmless #10 

Harmless Records 
1457 W. Hood Chicago, Q 60640 

HRDOOO(6tAOL.COM http //www sttegroup com/harmless faac(773)465-0Q35 

7"-$3ppd 2x7’-$5ppd Lp-$7ppd Cd-$9ppd 
Checks/Mo’s to Scott Thomson. Send a stamp for a hill catalog. 
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-Walker "Actually, Being Lonely Isn’t All That Bad" 
Its finally done. 12 songs of their best stuff yet! 
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It's Raw But You Live For It 
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Seattle, WA 98103 


8314 Greenwood Ave. N., Suite 102 
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All This And Morons 


| White Trash Debutantes I 


CD 206-006/PUNK ROCK Volume 1 


CD releases coming soon 

The Throw Downs CD 
out mid summer 

CD $10/7“ $3.25 
T-Shirts 

$10 short sleeve $13 long sleeve 

Sweat Shirts 
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THE DRAPES - 
The Silent War 
hast aggressive skate 
rock, in the vein 
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Distribution By: Rotz, Sounds of 
California, SureFire, Smash, Cargo 
Canada, N.A.IX, MS, Rhetoric, 
Revolver, Get Hip, Choke and 
others! 


THE TIE THAT BINDS 


Debut full-length 

SLOWLY SINKING UNDER 


Formerly known as Badger, these Texas kids 

PLAY MELODIC EMO-CORE IN THE VEIN OF SAMIAM, 

Lifetime and Jawbreaker. Fresh, well crafted 

PUNK FROM THE HEART. 


slowly sinking under 


P.O. Box 3834 
Pennsauken. NJ 
08034-0592 

Distributed By: Rot/. Smash. N.A.I.L.. Surellrc'. 
Sounds Of California, Choke. Revolver. Rhetoric, 
Cargo Canada. Get Hip. MS and others! 
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Youth Quake 

by Charlie Bertsch 



This past spring, the House of Representatives of the 105th Congress passed bill H.R.3, the 
“Juvenile Crime Control Act of 1997.” A bill that, among other things, dramatically changes the 
legal rights of youth. Unlike most congressional bills, H.R.3 is not prefaced by “findings” that put 
its purpose in context. To see this bill’s importance, you have to look at where it came from: Bill 
H.R.3565, introduced in June of 1996 by Republican congressman Bill McCollum of Florida. 
Consider its title: the “Violent Youth Predator Act of 1996.” Where H.R.3 conceals its sponsors’ 
true intentions behind a swimsuit of bland bureaucratese, H.R.3565 bares all. And it’s not pretty 
to look at. But if we want to understand how bad H.R.3 really is, we need to stare at H.R.3565 for 
a while. Sometimes you can learn a lot from a freak show. 


H.R.3565 was perfectly timed for the 1996 presidential campaign. Because the Dole-Kemp ticket 
was trailing badly in the polls, the Republican party desperately needed an issue to exploit. In the 
post-Nixon United States, attacking your rival for being “soft on crime” has always been good for a 
few percentage points, sometimes more. It is this political expediency that we have to thank for 
H.R.3565, a bill founded on the presumption that “while overall crime rates have decreased mod¬ 
estly between 1992 and 1995”—under a Democratic President, of course—“this general decline 
masks an unprecedented surge of youth violence that has only begun to gather momentum.” The 
implication is that, even if President Clinton has not been too soft on adult crime, he has failed to 
deal with the problem of youth violence. Of course no mention is made of the fact that the statistic 
used to back up this assertion, that “homicides by youths under 17 years of age tripled between 
1984 and 1994,” is compiled for a decade in which only the last two years saw a Democrat in the 
White House. 

But let’s not split hairs: a crisis is a crisis. As the findings included in H.R.3565 inform us, “the 
dramatic increase in youth crime over the past decade occurred while the youth population was 
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declining.” The real trouble lies in the future. "This nation will soon have more teenagers than 
it has had in decades. Today’s enormous cohort of children under 10 years of age will be tomor¬ 
row’s teenagers.” The bill warns us that "the criminal justice system is simply not prepared to 
face tomorrow’s wave of violent young people.” The word "wave” is the real tip-off. The only 
good things that come in waves are waves. H.R.3565 prepares us for an invasion, as if the vio¬ 
lent youth predators” of this generation were merely the scouts for an army of teenage ants to 
come. The bill uses the language of war. 

This was not lost on the opponents of H.R.3565. In an article denouncing it, the American Civil 
Liberties Union called it an example of "Congress’ war on our youth.” Richard Louv of 
KidsCampaigns, noting that Americans are “running short of villains,” compared the nation s 
mood to the 1970s, when "as depicted in the popular culture, children were out of sight and 
out of mind. They were rug rats, curtain climbers, or worse: they were Linda Blair in The 
Exorcist, head twisting, spewing green vomit. They were the enemy.” We are experiencing anoth¬ 
er sort of 70s-revival. Not just the music, the clothes, and the marijuana, but also their flip- 
side: intense antipathy towards Americans below the age of 18. 

As was the case in the late 1960s and early 1970s, there are two fronts to this war on youth. 
While lawmakers give speeches decrying the inhumanity of musical acts like Snoop Doggy Dogg 
and Marilyn Manson, filmmakers turn out anti-teen movies like The Babysitter and 187. While 
Time magazine features cover stories on the resurgence of marijuana use among young people, 
state and federal legislators devise more and more severe punishments for drug offenders. Its a 
twisted web indeed. The media confirms the politician’s sketchy findings by offering up sensa¬ 
tional images of youth gone mad. In return, politicians validate the stories by using them to 
back up their trumped-up charges against teens. H.R.3565 stands out, not because it’s an 
exception to the rule, but because it does such a good job of bringing these two sides together, 
invoking dramatic images of an invasion by otherwordly teenage predators to support reactionary 
legal reform. 


Partially due to the work of progressive congressional representatives, the ACLU, and other orga¬ 
nizations, H.R.3565 did not make it out of the 104th Congress. Unfortunately, defenders of 
civil liberties paid less attention to H.R.3, which basically says the same thing, only in less 
threatening language. This makes it seem as if they were more concerned with the inflammatory 
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You only get to be a 
child if you behave. 
Doing something bad 
won’t just get you a 
lump of coal in your 
Christmas stocking, but 
a spot on Santa’s chain 
gang making toys for 
other girls and boys. It’s 
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rhetoric of H.R.3565 than with its legislative substance. 

Because H.R.3 has a less controversial title than H.R.3565, and 
because it is not based on findings that are subject to dispute, it 
looks a lot less threatening. In reality, however, it's almost as 
bad. H.R.3 is to H.R.3565 as Bill Clinton is to Newt Gingrich. It 
could be worse, but not much worse. 

Children as Adults 

H.R.3 requires that children between the ages of 14 and 17 be 
prosecuted as adults if they have committed “a serious violent 
felony or a specified drug offense,” unless the Attorney General 
of the United States “certifies to the appropriate U.S. district 
court that the interests of justice are best served by proceeding 
against the juvenile as a juvenile.” It also permits teens between 
the ages of 14 and 17 to be prosecuted as adults for any “seri¬ 
ous felony”—a lesser charge—“including explosives and speci¬ 
fied drug expenses.” And it even allows 13-year-olds to be prose¬ 
cuted as adults in some cases. 

This is only part of the story. In addition to making it possible to 
prosecute teenagers as adults, H.R.3 would introduce a number 
of other measures. Perhaps the most alarming of these are those 
concerning criminal records. It would require the court to keep 
records for young offenders “equivalent to the record that would 
be kept of an adult arrest and conviction for such an offense” and that these records be “retained for 
a period equal to that for which adult conviction records are kept.” H.R.3 would also mandate that 
the court inform the F.B.I. “whenever a juvenile has been adjudicated delinquent for an act that, if 
committed by an adult, would be a felony.” In other words, young offenders would be tracked by the 
system in the same manner that adults are. 


Unless H.R.3 is substantially altered in moving through the Senate and the Oval Office, it will radi¬ 
cally transform the criminal justice system for teenagers. It won’t merely track children as if they 
were adults, it will make children into adults. Once you've been treated as an adult on the street, in 
court, and in prison, it’s hard to go back. In writing about H.R.3565, the ACLU argued that the bill 
would discard the “premise that children can and should be rehabilitated.” The same goes for H.R.3. 
Both bills discard the premise that children who commit crimes are children. In fact, they don’t even 
need to have committed crimes to lose their childhood—being arrested will suffice. 

In the minds of people who support legislation like H.R.3565 and H.R.3 childhood isn’t a right, but 
a privilege. You only get to be a child if you behave. Doing something bad won’t just get you a lump 









of coal in your Christmas stocking, but a spot on Santa’s chain gang making toys for other girls and 
boys. It’s a strange logic. In order to retain their privileges as children, children must exercise their 
free will to do good instead of bad. But this is putting the cart before the horse. If children are pre¬ 
sumed to have this clear-cut choice between good and bad, then they are being held to the same 
standards against which adults are measured. In other words, they are already being treated like 
adults before they do anything bad. 

Children as Children 

Congressman McCollum was responsible for another piece of legislation in the 104th Congress: 
H.R.1240, the “Sex Crimes Against Children Prevention Act of 1995,” which became law on 
December 23rd, 1995. H.R.1240 increased the “base offense level” for a number of sex-related 
felonies involving minors. Its most notable provision was to mandate that this “base offense level” 
automatically be increased “two levels if a computer was used to traffic in, or advertise, child 
pornography,” thereby making it safer to shoot an S+M film involving 5-year-olds than to distribute 
pictures of naked teenagers over the internet. Leaving aside this fear of technology, the most interest¬ 
ing thing about H.R.1240 is that it makes 
McCollum appear to be an advocate for chil¬ 
dren. No doubt, he has happily informed crit¬ 
ics of H.R.3565 and H.R.3 that he is a “pro¬ 
child” legislator. 

It's hard to criticize someone for standing up 
to child pornographers. Even if H.R.1240 
does unjustly burden computer-users, it still 
does something with which few Americans 
disagree. The problem is that the other two 
anti-crime bills sponsored by McCollum bla¬ 
tantly contradict the logic behind H.R.1240. 

If you seek to provide special protection for 
children, you imply that they are different 
from adults. Like statutory rape laws, 

H.R.1240 makes no allowance for the consent 
of the children involved. No matter what they 
say or do, these children are not presumed to 
have a choice. They are not free to exercise 
their will. H.R.1240 expresses in extreme 
form the basic principle of our juvenile justice 
system: children aren’t responsible for their 
actions in the way that adults are. But it is 
precisely this principle that H.R.3565 and 
H.R.3 overthrow. 


There is another aspect to 
this fear of youth. Not only 
do local governments try to 
restrict access to public 
spaces, they also turn a 
blind eye to social control in 
private spaces. It’s becoming 
a regular occurrence for 
stores to post signs saying 
“No more than two teenagers 
allowed at a time.” 
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Is Congressman McCollum a hypocrite? To a degree. He sponsored these bills because it was politically 
expedient for him to do so. He may even have realized that they contradicted each other. But blaming 
him is the easy way out. It’s a tried-and-true path. Liberals blame conservatives; conservatives blame 
liberals. For politicians, this is business as usual. We don't have to follow in their footsteps. 

The Home Front 

Bills like H.R.3565 and H.R.3 don't constitute a “War on Youth" all by themselves. They are reflec¬ 
tions of a larger problem. America has given up on its youth. As Alexander Cockburn puts it, “The 
1980s Reagan-Bush paranoia against adolescents has evolved into 1990s Clinton hostility. When all 
else fails, even the most hack politician can get a headline by picking on teenagers as the source of 
all social ills, from dissolute welfare leaching to murder." Usually, it is local governments that have 
taken the lead. They have passed ordinances regulating all aspects of teenagers' lives, from the col¬ 
ors they wear to school, to the places they play, to the hours that .they're permitted to spend in pub¬ 
lic spaces. The crackdown on skateboarding is a perfect example: With all the rhetoric about juve¬ 
nile crime, you’d think towns would be happy to have 
teenagers having fun in public, particularly when they’re 
doing something healthy. But this is rarely the case. 

Civic leaders worry that skateboarders will do damage to 
property, including public “art” that looks an awful lot 
like a perfect place to skateboard. More broadly, politi¬ 
cians worry whenever too many teenagers get together in 
one place. They believe it’s dangerous to extend the right 
of public assembly to anyone under the age of 18. 

There is another aspect to this fear of youth. Not only do 
local governments try to restrict access to public spaces, 
they also turn a blind eye to social control in private 
spaces. It’s becoming a regular occurrence for stores to 
post signs saying “No more than two teenagers allowed 
at a time.” Malls direct their security officers to expel 
teenagers on the slightest provocation or ban teens 
entirely without parental accompanyment. Restaurants 
like Denny’s frequently refuse to serve large groups of 
youth. These are acts of discrimination, but local govern¬ 
ments rarely investigate them. Sometime they even pro¬ 
mote them as part of ‘community policing’ plans. In this 
context, it is important to realize that the police are a 
cornerpiece of H.R.3. The bill would amend the Safe Streets Act of 1968—a legacy of Lyndon B. 
Johnson's “Great Society”—to take money that previously had been spent on preventive education 
and use it to improve the criminal justice system. It would also give funding priority to anti-drug 
and anti-gang programs that focus on “strategies for intergovernmental cooperation to disrupt the 
illegal sale or transfer of firearms to or between juveniles,” Basically, this means that, if you want 
federal money for social programs, you better cooperate with the police. This greatly hampers suc¬ 
cessful programs like Midnight Basketball, which demand the trust of their participants. # 

Minor Threat 

Local, state, and federal legislation passed against teens is especially troubling because teens are 
politically powerless to stop it. Despite the fact that most teenagers work and pay taxes, they are not 
permitted to vote. They undergo the same form of injustice that inspired American colonists to seek 
independence from Great Britain: taxation without representation. Unlike those colonists, teenagers 
have remained relatively quiet about their situation. Most of them appear to be content with the 
privileges that they win as they near adulthood. The advantage of being able to drive compensates 
for the disadvantage of not being able to vote. Once more, we confront a contradiction in the way 


Disenfranchised youth are 
exploited for political pur¬ 
poses. When it’s conve¬ 
nient to treat them 
as children, they are 
treated as children. When 
it’s convenient to treat 
them as adults, they are 
treated as adults 













that the United States treats its youth. On the one hand, teenagers are presumed to be mature 
enough to operate motor vehicles on America’s overcrowded highways. On the other hand, they are 
presumed to be too immature to make a rational decision at the ballot box. They are allowed to exer¬ 
cise their will on the road, but not in the voting booth. 

There is a reason for this. Although the government would like teenagers to be grateful for the privi¬ 
lege of driving, it is the government that should be grateful. You see, teenagers are willing to work 
jobs that pay badly and hold little opportunity for advancement. They are so happy to be experiencing 
a little bit of independence, that they will put up with conditions that most adults would refuse to 
tolerate. In some parts of the country, recent immigrants compete with teenagers for these no-future 
jobs. But in many places, particularly in rural and suburban communities, teenagers comprise the 
backbone of the labor force. Without them, hamburgers wouldn’t get sold, phones wouldn’t get 
answered, shelves wouldn’t get stocked and pizzas wouldn’t get delivered. Teenagers weren’t given 
the right to drive because the government was being nice. Let's face it: They were given the right to 
drive so that they could drive to work. Corporations need teen labor. And the government needs some 
of the revenue those corporations produce. Part of the reason that teenagers provide such a good 
source of inexpensive labor is that they are politically mute. If 16-year-olds had the right to vote, if 
they became more involved in the political process, they would be more likely to protest bad working 
conditions. In short, this is a contradiction that benefits both the public and private sector. But it 
doesn’t benefit teens. 

Disenfranchised youth are exploited for political purposes. When it’s convenient to treat them as chil¬ 
dren, they are treated as children. When it’s convenient to treat them as adults, they are treated as 
adults. Inconsistency of this sort is the root of injustice. Consider the treatment women received 
before they won the right to vote. Either they were patronized for being “fragile” and “irrational,” or 
they were castigated for not knowing their place. The same thing happened to blacks during slavery. 
Either they were treated as loyal, but less-than-human creatures who needed to be protected from 
the rigors of the real world, or as “uppity” rabble-rousers who would destroy the delicate balance of 
Southern society. 

Of course, unlike women and blacks, teenagers metamorphose into their oppressors by growing up. If 
they manage to make it to age 18 in one piece, they stop being minors. Some people would argue that 
this makes the idea of discrimination against teenagers irrelevant. Certainly, adults spend a great deal 
of time trying to persuade rebellious teenagers that they should stop complaining, reminding them that 
they will one day have the opportunity to make the rules instead of merely obeying them. For all of its 
supposed “wisdom,” though, this is merely the argument that people in power use on the people they 
dominate. It’s the way upperclassmen at English public schools justify their humiliation of younger 
boys. It’s the way drill sergeants justify their abuse of new recruits. It’s the way professors justify 
screwing their students. Everywhere you look, you see this rationale being proffered to perpetuate 
unequal power dynamics which are always less “natural” and “necessary” than they initially seem. 

We don’t have to play along. Young people need to work together, regardless of whether they’ve 
reached the age of 18 or not. Yes, most teenagers will grow up to become adults. Yes, they will even¬ 
tually get to participate in the political process. Still, this should not be a justification for the contra¬ 
dictions our society uses to exploit teenagers. So long as teenagers are given the punishments of 
adults, but the privileges of children, the whole of society will suffer. But young people will suffer 
most. If teenagers are responsible enough to decide between right and wrong, then they must be 
responsible enough to choose between Democrats and Republicans. It’s that simple. ® 
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[FTER MY FIRST ENCOUNTER 

with Nicole Panter, I ran 

HOME AND SHAVED MY HEAD. 


Albeit, it was 1981, and I didn’t really meet her. Rather, it was seeing her in 
The Decline of Western Civilization, Penelope Spheeris’ seminal documentary 
on the Southern California punk scene, that inspired me. Nicole, you might 
remember from the black and white footage, ranted in an empty room, with 
bleached hair, punk snarl and a light bulb hanging over her head. Nicole's orbit 
as manager of the notorious Germs, fronted by the legendary Darby Crash, had 
placed her in the center of LA’s punk movement But by the time the film was 
released, Darby was dead, and Panter had moved on. Her future as a post¬ 
punk scribe remained years ahead. 

Cut to: a freak winter blizzard on a Northern New Mexico highway, 15 
years later. It’s close to midnight and five of us are stuck in Nicole’s rental car. 
The police forced us off the road, after driving through blinding snow blusters. 
She had just completed a reading from a new antholo^ she edited of 
California writers, Unnatural Disasters, for a zine show in Albuquerque. 

Inside the car was a lactating mother who’s infant was awaiting her arrival 
in Santa Fe, an accordion player/stand-up comic, a painter, myself and Nicole. 
We were surrounded by dozens of stranded cars on the San lldefanzo Indian 
reservation. Nicole had just finished hyperventilating, the blinding conditions of 
the highway was enough to unnerve even the most street-sawy veteran. 

I laughed at her expense, because even the school of punk rock, hard 
knocks couldn’t prepare this Southern California native for the treacherous win¬ 
ter roads of New Mexico. It was a moment of vulnerability for a writer better 
know for her tough-girl monologues and Do-It-Yourself preaching. 

We agreed to pass the night at a casino five miles down the road. The 
painter and I exited the car to my truck and tried to follow Nicole’s rental tail lights 
as they disappeared into the blizzard. When we got to the casino, we became 
trapped in a kind of purgatory as “If you like Pina Coladas” looped endlessly 
among the ringing bells of slot machines. Nicole’s party was nowhere to be 
found. I feared the worse, that the writer, accordion player and lactating mother 
were trapped on the highway, left to die at the hands of a freak winter storm. 

In the casino, I was sad and disappointed. If I was going to be stuck in 
hell, it would have been much better to be trapped with Nicole Panter. 

• • • 

At age six, Nicole had been exposed to the words of Cesar Chavez by the 
Mexican servants that worked on her family's estate. At 14, she fled her 
swanky, dysfunctional family life in Palm Springs, California, to work with 
migrant farm workers. By the mid-Seventies, she finally settled down in LA, 
completing a degree at UCLA in anthropology. At that time, punk had become 
LA's magnet for misfits, artists, radicals and runaways. To those who were 
immersed in the scene, punk was a movement of expatriates within California’s 
self-conscious image factory. 

It was an exciting time, Nicole said, because of the unique conditions of 
the era. “I think the factors of dysfunction—‘dysfunctional backgrounds,' to use 
that catch phrase and being ignored by corporate culture provided a really 
good petri dish for punk to flower. I feel really bad for kids right now because 
there’s not much chance for that to happen again. It seems like the corporate 
tentacles are there immediately.’’ 

While some of Nicole's memories of the early punk era can be found in 
her book of short autobiographical fiction, many of the details from that time in 
her life have escaped. 

“Like they said about the Sixties, ‘If you remember it, you probably 
weren’t there,”’ Nicole explained. ‘The same can be said about the mid-to-late 
Seventies. There are bits and pieces. I have been interviewed by the Mississippi 
Folkways project about punk rock, and when they first approached me, I said, 
You guys can try to talking to me, but I don’t remember much.’ And the inter- 












viewer laughed, and goes, ‘God that’s what everybody’s said.’” 

But like going into therapy, one memory leads to another. “The next 
thing you now, you remember things you thought you blacked out on,” she 
laughed. 

Asked if her reputation as a punk writer has been a stigma, Nicole 
replied that it is an important part of her personal history. “Its a part of me 
that I am very proud of, although I didn’t know it—none of us knew it at the 
time— we were in the right place, at the right time. If you would have told 
me twenty years ago that what I was doing then was building my future in a 
weird way, I would have laughed at you.” 

“But,” she added, “just as many people know me now for my writing 
as they do for the punk rock.” 

Nicole’s place in the cemter of LA’s early punk scene, as well as her 
skills as a writer would make her a natural resource for the material that is 
bound to come out as a result of nostalgia and the natural course of gener¬ 
ational marketing. But whatever you do, don’t ask her to help with a movie 
about the Germs. “I always hear once or twice a year from someone who 
wants to do a Germs movie. I just think it’s a bad idea. My thoughts about 
that are: Anyone who has the money to do that kind of movie will botch it, 
and anyone who has the idea, but not the money, can’t afford to do it. It’s 
sort of a doomed thing.” 

As for the music of that period, Nicole finds it difficult to go back and 
listen to it “For me, the punk that was happening, to listen to that is like—it 
makes me want to drink and weep because so many people I knew from 
then are dead, and so many people are just fuck-up alcoholics. It's sad for 
me. A lot of people are stuck in that part of their lives.” 

Has writing helped her come to terms with her punk past? 

“I haven’t completely utilized that yet. So far what writing has helped 
me come to terms with is my weird early life—which was very unsettled— 
and my marriage. Those are the two things I concentrated on and dealt with 
through fiction. Inner life is what’s its about. I think that’s what all artists 
have to bring to the table. That’s what you know about, and its important to 
write about what you know.” 

As a scribe documenting Bohemians, artists, screw-ups, and her own 
tortured past, Panter was a late bloomer. She didn’t start writing until age 
35. Up until then she never even kept a journal, and had strung together a 
series of failed relationships with creative types, including Gary Panter (who 
did a number of SST’s record covers), as a way of fulfilling her artistic need. 

“I was the hand-maiden to talent. I never had the confidence that I 
myself could do it At a certain point, its too frustrating. If you have it in you, 
its got to come out somehow. At 35 I just sat down and started writing.” 

Once the pen started rolling, Panter’s unapologetic, furious insights into 
her childhood and Bohemian past garnered her a reputation as one of LA’s 
most intriguing, bad-ass authors. Calling her work “autobiographical fiction,” 
Nicole insists that none of her stories are true (she signed my book, “PS 
These are all fiction”). 

“I used to be really coy about it,” she said. “But no matter what it is, I 
just say it’s fiction, because you always have the filter of memory to fall back 
on, and memory’s faulty, memory’s subjective, memory, if nothing else, is 
your point of view.” 

Having finally found her independent voice, Panter returned to DIY cul¬ 
ture, tapping into a vast network of fanzines and alternative literary journals 
to publish her work. 

“No one’s going to do it for you until you are famous, that’s the sad 
truth. And then a million people want to do it for you—no matter how close 


to the bottom of the famous person food chain you may be. I’m sort of a 
control freak, and at the end of the day I have to have a really big hand in 
anything that I do. There is no better way to do that than DIY.” 

After publishing two chap books and a collection of short stories, Mr 
Right On, Panter was hired by Disney’s elite art school, Cal Arts, to teach 
creative writing. In her class she has developed a reputation as a motivation¬ 
al teacher, preaching the virtues of DIY and guerrilla media. 

“I teach DIY and that your inner life is what you have to put on the 
table... I also teach that corporate America is going to screw you, so if you 
work a shitty job, especially for a corporate concern, steal anything you can 
that isn’t nailed down because you are being underpaid.” 

Eventually her students, who range from 18 to 22, discovered her 
punk past when the school broadcast the Decline on their closed circuit 
channel. “I had no idea until my TA sat me down and said, You know you 
are really famous, right?’ I was like, What? Your kidding, right?’ Then I real¬ 
ized the school channel plays Decline several times a year!” Panter laughed. 

As a result of her innovative class, she edited Unnatural Disasters: 
Recent Writings from the Golden State (Incommunicado), an anthology of 
her student’s work, plus stories by better known writers. Published last year, 
the book has received critical acclaim and launched the careers of several 
young, unknown authors. 

The book, in her mind has become the perfect text for her class. 
“It has the writing in it that I like. It has the kind of writing that con¬ 
veys what I want to convey about good writing. And it also mixes the 
work of unpublished writers and highly published writers. It’s a really 
good mix. The biggest compliment is that the first week of school I’ll 
assign a story and the second week more than one student comes 
back and says, ‘Well, I read that, but it was so good, I went ahead 
and read the rest of the book.’ These are not people who are moti¬ 
vated to read—nobody is, it seems.” 

One wouldn’t suspect it from her past, but Nicole is insistent that her 
students show up to class (two absences and they're out), in a school with 
little structure. But the reward is that her students are motivated to produce. 

The key? 

“One student told me that my class gives permission to people to 
write,” Nicole explained. “I didn’t give myself that kind of permission until I 
was 35 years old.” And, she added, “It makes me very happy to be a cheer¬ 
leader for people’s talent.” 

In spite of her eclectic and turbulent past, Panter’s current life as a 
writer doesn’t come with too many complications. Often living in what she 
calls “writer’s world,” the solitary spaciness attributed to people possessed 
by the muse, her success boils down to a few simple things. 

“I don’t need much to express myself creatively,” she said. “All I need is 
a piece of scrap paper and a pencil—those are two of the few things you 
can buy in jail from the commissary. My tools are my inner life and having 
access to that.” 

• • • 

Nicole finally made it back to Albuquerque that snowy, blinding, crazy 
night in November, her brief vacation in New Mexico cut short by its highly 
unpredictable weather. Having lived past age 40, you could call her a punk 
survivor, avoiding drug overdose, AIDS and all the other hazards of punk life. 
Now, if she can only leam to drive in blizzards as well as she maneuvers the 
dangers of art, she’ll live to be a matriarch of the ancient LA underground. ® 


Antonio Lopez (eltiki@spaceplace.com) is a punk at heart hut isn't as angry as he used to be. 
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A neon figure of a naked woman glows fuck-me red 

on a sign advertising “live nude dancing” enticing 
a steady stream of mostly middle-aged and older 
male customers to San Franciscos Lusty Lady 
Theatre. Once inside, the men sit around a stage 
lined by twelve covered windows. The patrons slip 
money into a slot in each booth, raising the barri¬ 
er, and allowing the man a “peep” at the nude 
dancers concealed within. The job of the dancer is 
straightforward: She is expected to move over to a 
customer’s window and perform a sexually stimu¬ 
lating dance for him. The job of the patron is sim¬ 
ple: He beats off. 

Such is the scene day in and day out at the Lusty 
Lady. Boasting a “woman-owned and operated” 
establishment, a harassment-free workplace, an 
hourly wage, a lack of physical contact with cus¬ 
tomers and flexible scheduling, the Lusty Lady has 
for years been considered to be one of the more 
pleasant and lucrative adult entertainment estab¬ 
lishments for exotic dancers to work in the city. 

The Lusty Lady’s ads in San Franciscos weekly 
papers were understandably persuasive to many 
women seeking to supplement their income or try¬ 
ing to find work in a depressed Bay Area economy: 

San Francisco’s #1 erotic entertainment center is 
always hiring fun, fit, feminine, and fantastic 
women to join its all nude cast of dancers. 

We want performers who are gorgeous, 
healthy, energetic, tattoo/piercing free, and 
responsible. We pay an hourly wage—no hustling! 
There is no contact with customers during perfor¬ 
mances. We offer very flexible P/T scheduling— 
ideal for artists, students, travelers. Work with 
other sex-positive women who know how fun it can 
be to dance in the nude and are willing to show 
you the ropes. You do not need to be a pro, just a 
lovely lady ready to have fun. 

Come and give It a whirl. 

But in the summer of 1996, the Lusty Lady 
Theatres progressive image came crashing down. 
Much to the horror of sex club owners everywhere, 
the dancers voted to form the nations first closed- 
shop Exotic Dancers Union (EDU), affiliated with 
the Service Employees International Union (SEIU) 
Local 790. It doesn’t matter if it’s a strip club or a 
factory, management’s reaction is always the same: 
The months prior to the vote were filled with acts 
of retribution and efforts by the management 
designed to make it appear that the dancers had no 
valid grievances. In fact, the employees of the 
Lusty Lady had ample reason for complaint. 

Tired of irregular schedules, random firings, and 
the discovery that they were being videotaped 
through one-way mirrors by customers, the Lusty 
Lady dancers tried, at first, to talk it out with their 
managers. “We complained about this to manage¬ 
ment for months and months, and the response 
always was ‘well, sorry, there’s a no-camera policy, 
but we can’t guarantee that you won’t get filmed. 
This is an occupational hazard, if you don’t like it, 
get another job,’” explained Jane—her stage name 
at the Lusty Lady. “There were other problems, 
too. There was no sick day policy. Basically, the 
policy was that you had to work while you were 


sick, unless you could find a replacement, which 
wasn’t always easy. And they were pretty brutal and 
inhumane about it. People would have to work 
with really horrible illnesses—one person had to 
work while she was having a miscarriage.” 

Jane pointed out that although floor managers 
tend to be female, the theater itself is not com¬ 
pletely women-owned. “It never was, that was a 
marketing strategy. It’s owned by a group of peo¬ 
ple, some of whom are women. Some of the man¬ 
agers are women. It’s like saying Chevron’s owned 
by women because women are probably in man¬ 
agement positions there.” 

After their own attempts at reasoning with the 
management failed, the dancers sought out the 
assistance of the Exotic Dancers Alliance (EDA) 
early in 1996. Formed in 1992 by Johanna Breyer 
and Dawn Passar, the EDA had evolved into a 
savvy activist group of female exotic dancers col¬ 
laborating to obtain adequate civil and labor rights 
within the sex industry. 

The EDA recommended that the Lusty Lady 
dancers contact the SEIU and explore the possibil¬ 
ity of unionization. This alone was a radical con¬ 
sideration. Only one strip club in the United 
States had achieved unionization—a group of San 
Diego dancers that had formed an open shop 
union (an “open shop” workplace makes it easier 
for management to bring in new, non-union 
employees). To embark on a unionization drive— 
and for a closed shop that—was unheard of. The 
Lusty Lady dancers were about to enter a brave 
new campaign for the rights of exotic dancers. 

What the dancers at the Lusty Lady had not antic¬ 
ipated were the measures management was willing 
to take in order to keep the dancers from unioniz¬ 
ing. Jane and her fellow dancers quickly realized 
that management was using every classic anti¬ 
union trick in the book. On the EDA’s web page 
devoted to the struggles of the Lusty Lady dancers, 
other strippers considering unionization are urged 
to read Confessions of a Union-Buster by Martin J. 
Levitt. “The information in this book is indispens¬ 
able ... Our management followed the union-bust¬ 
ing script chapter and verse,” Jane explains. 

At times, the management’s attempts to prevent 
unionization seemed humorous and idiotic. Anti¬ 
union flyers were distributed and meetings were 
called in which female floor managers wailed 
about feeling “betrayed” and shed tears in front of 
the dancers. At other times, the managers pursued 
far more severe tactics, firing and disciplining sev¬ 
eral dancers who ultimately won their jobs back 
through a series of demonstrations and actions. 
“The dancers aren’t stupid. They know the score. 
They could totally see through what was going 
on,” said Jane, 27, who holds an undergraduate 
degree and also works as a pre-school teacher in 
additoin to dancing. 

Despite management’s full-throttle union-busting 
campaign, the dancers voted 57-15 in favor of 


forming the nation’s first closed-shop Exotic 
Dancers Union in August 1996. After the vote 
was taken, the mood among the dancers at the 
Lusty Lady was jubilant. But more difficulties 
lay around the corner, as management scram¬ 
bled to derail the negotiation process through 
legal means. “Their attorneys were hilarious! 
They were just like your worst customers! We 
always had this nice metaphor to communicate 
what happened at the bargaining sessions back 
to the rank and file, because everyone could 
relate to the customer from hell. And these 
attorneys were it!” Jane explained laughingly. 

The union contract was finally ratified in April of 
this year, giving the dancers new job rights, griev¬ 
ance procedures, job security, and an automatic 
pay scale. The one paid sick day per year which 
dancers are allowed hardly seems like a victory, 
but Jane points out that dancers are now given 
more leniency in calling in sick. In addition, a 
new general manager has been hired who criti¬ 
cizes old manager’s the anti-union drive as a 
waste of time. All in all, Jane feels, things have 
improved. “It’s the first contract. More than half 
of union election victories don’t even get a con¬ 
tract at all, especially when you’re dealing with 
professional union busters.” 

During and after the unionization drive at the 
Lusty Lady, Breyer (who after working for five 
years in San Francisco’s sex clubs found herself 
blacklisted because of her activism) received a 
noticeable increase in phone calls, e-mail, and 
letters from exotic dancers across the country 
seeking to improve their own working condi¬ 
tions. This year, Breyer said, the San Francisco 
Foundation awarded the EDA a generous grant 
for a series of workshops and skill-building ses¬ 
sions with sex industry workers. Some of the 
workshops will specifically address labor issues. 

While the success at the Lusty Lady is signifi¬ 
cant, Breyer is quick to point out that condi¬ 
tions at most adult entertainment establish¬ 
ments are still pretty bad. Most dancers are 
unfairly classified as “independent contractors” 
and as such, explained Breyer, they must strug¬ 
gle much harder for the basic rights and benefits 
which regular employees are entitled to. 

Besides the dress code—or lack thereof— 
required, the current state of working conditions 
at strip clubs is no different than any other work¬ 
er. As with most labor struggles, their struggle is 
ours as well. Breyer knows this and offers a mes¬ 
sage of hope: “I think [the Lusty Lady campaign] 
has increased the general public’s awareness of 
these issues, and we’re really hoping that this cre¬ 
ates an atmosphere where other workers feel 
comfortable in coming forward and challenging 
the managers and owners in their workplace and 
moving towards self-empowerment.” ® 

Freelance writer Silja Talvi has a Masters Degree 
in Women Studies and has written extensively on 
issues pertaining to sex work. 
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I t was April of 1995. I was three years 

into a prison sentence. I had finally 
earned some trust, finally earning a custody 
level of “minimum/ 4 One more year and I 
would have been released. But I was in a bit of a 
bind. I had broken some rules set out by the 
Department of Corrections and it meant trouble. I 
was set to go back to a maximum security prison. Fd had enough of 
that. At least for one lifetime. 

It s a Thursday morning. I was set to go to the disciplinary court in the 
afternoon. I give my girlfriend Andrea a call and start to explain my situation. 
She starts to cry. I know I’m going to miss our visits and that little bit of time together. 
Thoughts are churning like a kaleidescope in my mind. I’m nervous and shaking. I’m 
chain smoking and talking to her at 100 mph. 

I can’t do it! I can’t let them take me back, not willingly If I could even get just one 
night in a real bed, sleeping next to Andrea in a warm and safe environment, I would gladly take 
the punishment. Then I have an idea. 


Day 1 


poetry!” Gentlemen, were dealing with a real 


I leap into the passenger seat and duck 
down low. My insides are on fire. I have just 
made one of the craziest moves of my entire 
life. As much as the whole experience seems 
like a movie, it is really taking place. The 


“So Andrea, considering everything at 


hardened criminal. 


hand, I think I should just leave.” 


Andrea arrives in her car. She has a canary 


“Not without me!” She responds demand- 
ingly. I have to give her credit, she’s not one to 
scare easily. 


yellow Camero—not exactly the car you want for 


a low-profile escape. To make things even more 
difficult, she has her little girl with her. Cynthia 
is a whopping six months old. She’s a heart-stop¬ 
per, but having a tiny baby girl with you in the 
middle of an escape adds a whole new dimension 
to everything. Still, Cynthia is a part of the pic¬ 
ture. She must be figured into the equation. 


prison is in the rearview. There is no turning 
back at this point. 


I explain to Andrea where to pick me up 
and I got right to work. A lot of ducking and 
dodging and I’m out. I even managed to bring 


en shock. The other half is lost in a state of 


Half of me is lost in a state of panic-strick¬ 


all of my poetry. That has to be a first: “Prisoner 


euphoric bliss. I am free! I’m riding in a car sit¬ 
ting next to my girlfriend! I can actually reach 


escapes but not without his collection of lousy 










our and touch her! I am able to walk into a 
restaurant and be treated like a human being! I 
can even hold Cynthia and tickle her till she 
spits up all over me. Life on the run isn’t so 
bad. At least not for the first thirty minutes. 

Reality settles in sharply. Where will we 
go? I hear Belize doesn’t extradict, and you can 
drive there via Mexico. We could stop by San 
Bernadino and Running Springs for nostalgia’s 
sake, then head to the border. The idea is to not 
go home. This is the big mistake I have seen too 
many people make. Does anyone know how 
many people get caught at their own house or 
old hangout while free? Too many. Not me. I’m 
leaving the country altogether. 

Andrea tells me that she did not have time 
to pack any of her belongings. She needs to go 
back to her place to pack whatever she might 
need or want. It begins to set in that once we 
leave Florida, we can never come back. There is 
sadness involved in this realization because it 
also means that I can not safely contact my 
family. It keeps painfully reoccurring to me that 


that something is wrong. She tells me that she 
did not even make it home. She received a 
page on her way back to the house. Thinking 
that it might have something to do with me, 
she pulled over to answer the page. A mutual 
friend of ours answered the phone and told 
Andrea not to go back to her house. The 
police were waiting. The authorities were sus¬ 
picions that she was involved with my escape. 
He added that the pigs told everyone she knew 
to call the police if they saw either of us. 

At this point in time, I can see that 
Andrea is truly terrified. Neither of us have 
ever been in this situation before and it is not 
something you can prepare yourself for ahead 
of time. It appears that she is having second 
thoughts. I figure if she is having them this 
early into things, I’d better offer her the oppor¬ 
tunity to back out. I make it clear to her that I 
would understand if she backed out. I remind 
her that she has Cynthia to think about. At 
first she remains quiet. I conceal my fright and 
wait. She starts talking about everything that is 


anyone. I’m overwhelmed. One thing leads to 
another. We make slow, passionate love mixed 
with frantic outbreaks of urgency. Afterward, 
we sit in front of our motel room and talk for 
hours. Each moment seems too precious to 
waste sleeping. I know this could end in a 
moment and that hurts. After many hours, we 
go back into our room and fall asleep. I drift 
off with Andrea in my arms and the sound of 
Cynthia in her playpen. This moment seems to 
make the whole decision worthwhile. 

Day 2 

We stop off at a store to burn up a soon- 
to-be-bogus credit card. They take bad checks 
so we save the credit cards for later. We load 
the car with replacements for the things 
Andrea couldn’t pick up from home, like 
clothes and baby supplies. It’s not what you’d 
expect a fugitive to be buying, but this is not a 
typical escape. We drive and drive. Before we 
cross the state line, we stop to make one last 
call to check Andrea’s answering machine. 



ife on the run isn’t so bad. At 
not for the first thirty minutes. 



we have made a very final decision. 

Andrea had been placed on my 
Department of Corrections visitor’s list. We 
had submitted paperwork requesting the state’s 
permission to get married. For this reason, we 
knew the possibility of police going to Andrea’s 
house in search of me. If Andrea were to pick 
up her belongings, she would have to leave me 
someplace else. 

We drive to Andrea’s friend Katherine’s 
house. I have met Katherine before and she 
knows all about me. Katherine totally loses her 
mind when she sees me on her doorstep. 

Before explaining, Andrea and I are 
inside. Flatly, I say, “I escaped.” This receives a 
string of semi-coherent responses ranging 
from, “holy shit!” to ”no way! I can’t believe 
this. You two are crazy!” Crazy we might be, 
but I stay with Katherine while Andrea goes 
back to her place to pick up her stuff. 

I chain smoke while I pace the floor and 
watch Cynthia. I make Katherine promise to 
keep my visit a secret, but she is a big gossip. 
Almost immediately, she is on the phone to 
her boyfriend saying, “you are never going to 
guess who is at my apartment right now.” I 
can see myself being busted on the very first 
day. I pray out loud for Andrea’s return. 

She’s back! Her entrance lets me know 


at stake. I tell her that I understand. Much to 
my surprise, the conversation takes an unlikely 
turn. She is in this situation with me for good. 

It feels good to be back inside Andrea’s 
car while putting Florida in the rearview mir¬ 
ror. Out of fear of the police spotting us, v/e 
are careful to take back roads north. Interstates 
would be too risky. As a result, it takes us 8 
hours to get to Gainesville (normally it’s a two 
hour drive). By now I am tired, cramped and 
worn out from all the events of this day. 
Excitement is actually starting to outweigh 
fear. I figure the odds of some local cop recog¬ 
nizing me is not likely. I haven’t appeared on 
the front page of the newspapers yet (it takes 
until the next day before I make the paper and 
even then I’m still not on the front page). 

This night is magical to me. I have gone 
from hell to heaven. We now have a motel 
room in Gainesville. It has been years since I 
have been alone with someone that I care 
about. I am living out a dream that had 
laughed in my face daily for 3 years. I am 
holding one of my greatest wishes. My senses 
are on overload. 

First, Andrea and I talk. We laugh and 
play with Cynthia. She quickly falls asleep. 
Andrea and I go on sharing each other. It has 
been a lifetime since I have felt this close to 


The call proves to be informative. The 
same mutual friend who had paged Andrea the 
day before left a message detailing all of the 
events we had left behind. “Mike was in the 
newspaper today. Everyone at work is talking 
about it. They know you are with him. They 
are talking about giving Mike a life sentence 
upon capture for the kidnapping of Cynthia, 
and they are going to charge you with a few 
things too.” Christ! A life fucking sentence ! 

It’s ludicrous! Kidnapping Cynthia? With that, 
we leave Florida. 

It is late into the night when we stop just 
outside New Orleans. Cynthia goes wild, hav¬ 
ing been awakened and moved into a hotel 
room. Her blistering, shrill screams and diaper 
changing fill the paranoid minutes. 

Day 3 

Groggily, we arise with just enough time 
to get dressed and get out before being charged 
for another day. With a few states between 
Florida and me, I feel a little more at ease. I 
have no driver’s license, which is good since 
my ID wouldn’t be worth a crap anyway, but 
I’m driving. I’m in the mood to hit New 
Orleans and just check it out for a day. I pop 
in a Replacements tape and back out of the 
parking pace. 
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Its about noon when we hit New Orleans. 
By this point, I’ve got a Big Youth cassette in the 
player. I’m feeling free for the first time in years. 
People are walking in every direction, sidewalk 
exhibits and food stands line the streets. I roll 
down my window and absorb the sun that is 
beating on my face. 

We find a cheap motel since that is all we 
can afford. We did not have a chance to get a 
shower at the last stop, not to mention bathe 
Cynthia. I’m ready to get cleaned up and take 
off into the city when paranoia strikes. Andrea 
gets the creeps. It starts to affect me as well. It 
turns out that our big trip to New Orleans ends 
up a quick stop for sex and showers. We leave in 
a panic-induced rush. 

More driving. We are in Texas. Stress has 
started to wear away at us, although Cynthia 
seems to be dealing with it rather well. It is 
about time to find a place to rest. 

We decide that Dallas would have plenty of 
motels. For some reason, however, all them are 
full. The search continues from motel parking 
lot to motel parking lot until it leads us to more 
undesirable neighborhoods and seedier motels. 
Even these are full. Then a cop passes us. Wait! 
He turns around. Shit! It can’t be over this soon. 
His lights go on. “Andrea,” I say, “don’t panic. 
Hand me a cigarette because it might be my last. 
Remember, we are on vacation and my driver’s 
license was stolen.” She understands. 

Inhaling desperately on my Camel, I roll 
down the window. “Good evening officer, what 
seems to be the problem?” ... “What are we 
doing in this neighborhood at this time of 
night? Well, as you see, me and my fiancee and 
our baby are on vacation. We are looking for a 
place to stay but can’t seem to find a vacancy.” ... 
“Oh, my license? It was stolen. I can give you all 
of my information of course. If it is a problem, I 
can get my fiancee to drive!” ... “Oh no problem 
officer, good to see that you are doing your job. 
Thanks for the warning about this neighbor¬ 
hood. I’d hate to run across any criminals!” 

Day 4 

New Mexico is overwhelming to someone 
who has just been incarcerated in Florida for a 
few years. The mountains with snow tipped 
peaks, and the colorful landscape serve as 
reminders of just how small I am. This place is 
beautiful. I have never noticed how many shades 
of earth make up each hill. I’m no Christian, but 
this is evidence of something incredible. I feel so 
free, so alive, so full of some conscious mysti¬ 
cism. I want to leave the car and run across all 
that I can see. I want to be a part of everything. 

New Order is in the cassette deck, and a 
dream catcher is dangling from the rearview as I 


see Arizona before me. Long stretches of road 
and cheap cartons of cigarettes are Arizona’s way 
of saying hello. I can’t help but thinking about 
how my ancestors fucked over all these Indians I 
keep seeing. I want to slow down while in 
Arizona, just to check things out. But first, 
something comes up. 

I guess no escape is complete without a car 
chase... 

I see an approaching pig mobile. It speeds 
past me in the other lane. At this point in the 
escape, I get a little tense at the sight of a cop, 
but I don’t get overly worked up. I don’t think 
too much about this particular cop until I see 
him swerve around, cut across the median and 
start back behind me. 

Before he ever gets across the median, I 
punch it. Fuck talking to this pig; I wasn’t speed¬ 
ing, so there must be something to it. I’m flying 
so fast that I almost miss what seems to be the 
only turn off. With the wheels protesting violent¬ 
ly, I make the turn. The pig is back there some¬ 
where. I don’t have time to look for him. I’m 
down a poor excuse for a road, over a bridge, 
between two foothill, behind a billboard. 

I’m too fucked up to drive. I leap out of 
the car, yelling obscenities. The shit has been 
totally scared out of me, and my entire body is 
shaking. It’s awful! I see that my rampage is 
frightening Andrea, so I tone it down a little bit. 
It’s decided that she should drive for a while. 
After smoking a cigarette, I get back in the car. 
Exene Cervenka reminds me not to “think bad 
thoughts” as I close my eyes and drift. 

Day 5 

Andrea and I have been talking about mar¬ 
riage. Obviously, a real courthouse is out of the 
question, but how about a tribal ceremony by a 
shaman? It would be meaningful, memorable and 
a chance to pay respect to the Indian customs of 
the land. Our search for a Shaman begins. 

Finding a Shaman in 1995 isn’t as easy. The 
search leads us to the council of nations head¬ 
quarters. If anyone knows how to Find a 
Shaman, they should be here. The two Indians 
outside are no help. I leave with the valuable 
information that if I want to find a medicine 
man, it is best to look on a Friday. Look where? 
Well, that all depends. Depends on what? I 
couldn’t begin to figure that out. If we are meant 
to find a Shaman, it will just happen. 

Day 6 

With the thought of finding a shaman 
slowly disappearing, the drive continues. I keep 
seeing signs for something called The Painted 
Desert and The Petrified Forest. 

“Hey Andrea, feel like goofing off today?” 


The first stop is the info center, then the 
restaurant. A salad and something cold to drink. 
It feels good to play tourist for a day. We talk 
with an Indian girl who works in the restaurant. 
Her name is Rosa. It turns out that her father is 
a Shaman. 

Before leaving for a tour of the Painted 
Desert, we get Rosa’s phone number and make 
plans to set up a date to get married after Rosa 
speaks with her father to see if he would be will¬ 
ing to do the ceremony. 

We have to wait overnight in order to call 
Rosa, so we grab a bottle of wine and a motel 
room. It was a short day of driving. Cynthia is 
up and hanging out with mom and me. Time 
creeps by and soon Andrea and I are celebrating 
our engagement. 

Day 7 

The next day we find out that Rosa’s dad is 
willing and able to perform the ceremony and 
at a reasonable rate, but we have to wait one 
week. Damn. We don’t have the money to just 
sit in a motel room for a week. Dejected, we 
leave for California. 

Ah, San Bernardino. It has been years. Nice 
to see that the smog hasn’t changed a bit. I bet 
those strange shrimp looking bugs even still 
reappear in the drinking water each summer. 
Hell, it’s even nice to see my old high school. 

We decide that an apartment or cottage up 
in Crestline or Running Springs would be nice. 
Rent is surprisingly cheap for such a scenic area. 
It would be a good place to raise Cynthia and 
the air is safe to breath. Plus, it is a good place 
to hide out for the next 20 years or so. 

The search for a cottage proves that the 
process is not so official thatit might get us 
busted. That was the key factor in coming back 
to this place. The people are down to earth and 
trustworthy. They’re not going to run our names 
through some Orwellian computer. 

We look at a few small cottages. They all 
seem very nice. The rent isn’t too bad and 
Andrea already has a job prospect. 

Unfortunately, we’re a little bit short to of cash. 
Too short to rent a place. 

The realities of escape start to settle in 
deep. I strain my mind trying to figure out a 
way to get more money. All of Andrea’s bank 
accounts are no good. I can’t risk committing a 
crime. I’d given up on it. The best thing I can 
think of is to call my lifelong friend in Florida. I 
hate to borrow, but I’m in a desperate situation. 

“Hey bro, what’s going on?” ... “Oh, the 
usual. I escaped and now I’m in California. It’s 
nothing really—just a day in the life. Oh, I’ve 
got my girlfriend and her baby with me.” ... 

“No, I’m not joking. What’s worse is that I’m 











short of money. Any chance I could borrow 
some money via Western Union?” ... “Yeah, 
about 800 bucks will be enough to get a place 
and carry me until money starts coming in. 
Great bro, thanks!” Thank god for friends. 

We wait the usual amount of time it takes 
to be wired. We call to see if it has landed. It 
hasn’t. We wait some more. Still no money. I call 
Matt back again. He is scared to wire the money. 

“No Matt, you can’t get charged with a 
crime for wiring the money to Andrea. Hell, 
wire it to John Doe with a password.” ... 

“You’ll do it tomorrow so it doesn’t show up 
on your credit card? Okay, I can wait. Thanks, 
I’ll call you tomorrow." 

I never hear from Matt again. 

That night I am lying awake in bed when 
I see a spotlight beam break through the closed 
curtains. It is intensely bright in the motel 
room. I look out the window. It’s the cops. A 
cruiser is stopped behind Andrea’s car. Matt 
squealed, I assume. The pig pulls off and I 


walk outside and down to the soda machine. 
Another cop car pulls in. The police are look¬ 
ing at me intensely as they slowly head toward 
my room. I panic. 

I quickly walk around to the other side 
of the motel. I leap a closed gate and start 
running. A large concrete wall appears before 
me. I scale it and jump over. I’m in a small 
junkyard. I hide in some type of storage shed. 
I’m out of breath, scared and I notice my 
hands and arms bleeding badly. 

I wait. Silent. Still. Trying to contain my 
breath. Listening. 

I wait for what must be hours before 
peeking out. I just know the place must be 
crawling with cops in search of me. Still, I 
can’t hide in this half-decayed shack forever. I 
crawl out and over to a fence. Dogs are bark¬ 
ing as I leap over it and squat back down. I’m 
in some type of apartment complex, and I 
make a b-line for some bushes. Out of concern 
for Andrea and Cynthia, using shadows for 
cover, I make my way back towards the motel. 

The room is exactly as I had left it. I 
wake Andrea and tell her about what has taken 


place. Disturbing as it is, I get back into bed 
with her, though worry keeps my eyes and ears 
open. We set a rendezvous point in the event 
that the police return and I have to get away. 

Day 8 

My mind is made up. It is time to head 
for the border. It is time to get out of the 
country altogether. I can’t handle the idea of 
going back behind bars. It doesn’t matter that 
the motel room is paid up for a few more days. 
I don’t care if we have to scrounge for a while 
once inside Mexico. At least freedom will offer 
the opportunity to choose, prison won’t. 

A long drive and we’re in San Diego. 
Upon entering the city, I hear that the Bad 
Brains are playing the next night. Damn! I 
wish I had more money. 

We find a motel and they have a room 
available. Strangely, when I try to start the car 
to move it closer to the room, nothing hap¬ 
pens. I try again. The car makes a sick sound. 


Hmm... I know I added oil and transmission 
fluid a few days ago. I try yet another time. 
Nothing. This can’t be happening. This changes 
everything. We can’t go to Mexico in a car with 
problems, especially when we’re short on cash. 

That night, we decide to go out to Las 
Vegas. Andrea has a friend there who might be 
willing to help. That’s the plan, but I just can’t 
get over the fact that I’ve gotten within two 
miles of the border only to turn around. 

Day 9 

Early in the morning, we pile into the car 
for the drive to Vegas. The car tries to resist, 
but finally starts up. With the car running, I 
stop at a pay phone to try Matt once again. 

No luck. We head north as San Diego becomes 
a wish-filled memory. 

After getting lost a number of times, and 
a lot of endless driving, we make it to a cheap 
motel in Las Vegas and celebrate our arrival by 
eating a can of tuna. At this point, the canned 
food we stocked up on at one of our stops has 
turned into a lifesaver. We are down to almost 
no money. Everyone is exhausted. 


Day 10 

I meet our neighbors and my luck contin¬ 
ues to spiral downwards. They are professional 
criminals. They eventually explain that they 
could use a ride somewhere and, in turn, will 
pay me. Well, Andrea and I do need the 
money. I give the apparent leader of the group 
a ride—to score drugs it turns out—and he fills 
the car up with gas and gives me some money. 

Back at the motel I explain to this “crimi¬ 
nal” that Andrea and I had run away together 
as juveniles and, in turn, have lost touch with 
our families. I also explain to him that we are 
stuck in Vegas with car problems and are 
broke. It turns out that the guy needs a driver. 
He offers to pay me 100 dollars every time I 
drove him. He added that he would like me to 
drive the getaway car two separate times the 
following day. 200 dollars! 

Hmm... Broke. Car problems. Andrea. 
Cynthia. I could save up enough money to get 
back to Mexico really fast. “Okay, I’ll do it.“ 

I leap out of 
The shit has 
me, and my 

Day 11 

The following day the guy knocks on our 
door at the scheduled time. I am nervous but 
ready. He hands me a pistol, “just in case.” 

Fuck! I’m getting bad vibes. We head down to 
the car. We get in the car. It doesn’t start. I try 
and try. It will not crank. 

It must be the battery. At least that’s what 
my neighbor tells me. I’m no mechanic—I 
have never even worked on a car—so it must 
be the battery. One bad check and a new bat¬ 
tery later and I’m still trying to crank the car. 
Obviously, it wasn’t the battery. 

It is now getting late into the afternoon. 
Our rent money is due for the night and we 
don’t have it. Without getting the car started, I 
have been unable to make the money I had 
expected to have in order to pay for another 
night in the motel. 

We explain to the manager that our car is 
not working, but we will have it fixed and be 
out of his way in no time. He is pretty cool 
about it and grants us a free night in the motel. 

I don’t like the way this slumlord looks at 
Andrea as he says this, or the way he puts his 


m too fucked up to drive, 
the car, yelling obscenities, 
been totally scared out of 
entire body is shaking. 
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arm around her as he assures her that every¬ 
thing will be alright. She doesn’t like it either. 

It’s finally decided that the starter is out. 
Another bogus check and and a new starter 
later and I begin working on the car. 
Fortunatly the starter came with directions. 
Even better fortune is that another tenant has 
the tools to perform the surgery. 

As I work on the car, Andrea is making 
phone calls. She arranges a place to stay with a 
woman, a friend of Katherine’s in Phoenix. 
Supposedly, we can stay with this woman until 
we save up a little money. Finally, some light 
within this tunnel! The plan is to fix the car 
and drive straight to Phoenix the following day. 

It’s about 11 o’clock that night and I’m 
turning the key to the car. The starter has been 
installed. As I hold my breath, the car starts. It 
starts as if nothing were ever wrong. Yes! 
Tomorrow morning we go to Phoenix. 

Midnight is approaching and there is a 
knock at the door. Police? No. It is the leader 
of our criminal neighbors. 

“Did you get the car fixed?” 

“Yeah man. The car is fixed. We’re trying 


parking lot. The pig shines his spotlight on our 
car, but drives off. I don’t think anything of it, 
though I do mention it to Andrea. 

We pull out of the motel parking lot and 
past the unmarked pig. He pulls out behind 
us. I tell Andrea that the pig is behind us. She 
asks me if I’m sure it’s a pig. I know an 
unmarked cop when I see one. 

The Tropicana is coming up on the right 
and I tell Andrea to turn. She does. The pig is 
still back there. My gut sinks. 

The guy in the back seat is tripping. He’s 
ducked down low, asking questions about the 
cop. It’s not helping my mood any. I command 
this guy to get out—get the fuck out! He’s act¬ 
ing crazy. I scream at him, “I’m a wanted fugi¬ 
tive! Get the fuck out now!” He leaps out of 
the car. 

The pig is back there. I don’t need to turn 
around to know he’s there. We take a left and 
pull into a parking lot. The cop follows us in. 
“Quick Andrea,“ I bark, “go to the other exit! 
Out run him!“ 

She punches it. We’re speeding to the 
other exit. The cop starts driving toward the 


and lie face down on the pavement.” 

I follow orders. 

“Spread your arms straight out to both 
sides and look away from the car.” 

“Driver, open your door slowly... Step out 
of the car, lie down, face away from the car. 

Do not communicate with the passenger.” 

I disobey and look at Andrea. She sees 
me. I mouth ”1 love you.” She smiles with 
tears in her eyes. 

The pigs in front keep the crosshairs on 
our heads. Cops from behind grab my wrists 
one at a time. 

They do the same to Andrea. 

They hover over me while Andrea is 
escorted to a pig mobile. Only then am I 
allowed to stand. 

In spite of the inevitable, I put on an act 
worthy of an Oscar. “So officer, what is all this 
about?” 

“You know good and well what all of this 
is about. You are a wanted fugitive from 
Florida.” 

“A wanted fugitive from Florida? There 
must be some mistake.” 


B ^ - ”efore I get the door open, a heli¬ 
copter is overhead. The world is a 
flood of lights. The skyline is a 
stream of sirens. A bullhorn com- 
I mands, “Put your hands the air!” 


to get some sleep now. It took all day and 
tomorrow we’re leaving Vegas.“ 

“Man, I need a ride to my new motel 
room. The manager won’t let me and my 
friends stay here. He’s on to us.“ 

Andrea doesn’t want me to give this guy a 
ride. Hell, I don’t want to give this guy a ride 
at this point. He persists and knocks and 
makes all kinds of noise that is likely to draw 
unwanted heat. Fuck. 

“Look man, Andrea is going to drive 
since I don’t have a license. I will come along 
and we’re bringing our baby. We will take you 
to another motel and that is all.“ 

The guy is acting all weird and very para¬ 
noid. I ask him if he is in trouble and he 
assures me that he isn’t. 

We are just getting into the car when an 
unmarked cop car makes a circle through our 


newly found escape route. I hear a helicopter. 

Fuck! A second pig has the exit blocked 
off. Turn around. Back the way we came. 

I look back and see 3 cop cars barrelling 
in through the first exit. 

“Andrea, I’m gonna run for it!“ 

Before I get the door open, a helicopter is 
overhead. The world is a flood of lights. The 
skyline is a stream of sirens. A bullhorn com¬ 
mands, “Put your hands in the air!” 

In all directions there are cops perched 
over car doors, car hoods, and car trunks aim¬ 
ing pistols at us. There is no time to think. 
We’re trapped. 

The bullhorn continues, “Passenger, open 
your door slowly. If you open it fast, I will 
shoot.” 

I slowly open my door. 

The bullhorn blows, “Step out of the car 


The air is filled with Cynthia’s tears as the 
police carefully carry her away. 

Upon arrival at the police station, 

Andrea and I were allowed to give each other 
one last kiss. 

Epilogue 

I had Andrea bonded out the next morn¬ 
ing and she was allowed to pick up Cynthia. A 
year later, she was sentenced to 5 years proba¬ 
tion for her part in my escape. It is a direct 
violation of her probation to have any contact 
with me. Last I heard, she had gotten married. 

I have served about 2 1/2 additional years 
in prison as a result. I am to be released August 
29, 1997. I think I will visit Las Vegas again 
some day, and even rent the same room that 
Andrea and I once shared. I might relive the 
whole experience, only legally. ® 
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FUCKED SOCIETY... 
STAY THE FUCK AWAY!! 
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N o Turning Back" 
punk-ska 
w/ members 
•f Grade 


MARILYN’S VITAMINS 
inTheseShoes 
knockHtown 77 madness! 
-Punk Manet #1S 
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hardcore 
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Canadian Gothic" 
hvaer-fast 
skatecore 


RANDOM KUUNB 

“StrandedT 

crushhiaeunk/HC 
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CDs are $10 IU.S.I ppd. 
Check out the website at 
http://rawenergy.passport.ca 
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maiLORDCR 
FOR FOOD 

http://www.midheaven.com/fi/ 


CRUCIFIX 
EXHIBIT a. LP & CD 

100 % LeGIT 
seLF-ReLeaseD 
couecTion of 
eveRYTHinG 

DeHumamzanon lA'tfSMffl'f 



CHeaieR sucks 
FORGive THee 
DOUBLe-CD 

95 MINUTES OF 
GaRace PunK by 
a RoomFUL 
DeRanGeo 
DonxeYS 


OF 



KARP/RYE S/T CD 


THe ORiGinaL split 
12-inch, PLUS RYe’S 
DeBUT 7-incH anD 
a HeaTseeKinG 
uve RaDio 
SHOW BY KaRP 




LaZY COWGIRLS LOnGSTOCKinG THe LOOKeRS 
a Lime sex & once upon a rime incLoveRCD 
oeaiHLP/CD caLLeo now co oiy , s NEW FRee . 


STRonG anD noise-pop by Dom FiGHTeRS 



111 kick your ass Karate kid 


The Pantasties 


Psalm 9:10 







DISGRUNTLED MAILORDER 


UK SUBS Occupied 
CD 


NASHVILLE PUSSY 1369. 7”. 
Super Raw garage rock 


ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN Sick 
Songs CD - Brand new album by 
these punk rock monsters. 


THE SUSPECTS. New Dawn.. 
CD - Great mix of Oi, hardcore & 
straight up punk. 


WORKING STIFFS Dog Tired 
CD/LP - Riff driven San 
Francisco street-punk. 


LOTS OF STUFF: 

BRAND NEW UNIT Looking Back Again CD 
CHAOS UK Chaos UK CD 

ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN Conquers the World CD 

EXPLOITED Live In Japan CD • 19 songs 

GBH Live In Japan CD • 17 songs 

LA DONNAS Shady Lane CD/LP 

LICKETY SPLIT Volume Won CD 

LORD HIGH FIXERS Talking To Tomorrow 10” 

LOS INFERNOS Planet Kaos CD 
THE LOWDOWNS Diggin A Hole LP 
SHAM 69 Live In Japan CD • 13 songs 
SHAM 69 Kings & Queens CD 
STRYCHNINE Dead Rats & Oakland Dogs CD 
SWINGIN’ UTTERS More Scared CD 
TERRORGRUPPE Uber America CD 
22 JACKS Uncle Bob CD 
UK SUBS Occupied CD 
WELT Kicked In The Teeth Again CD 
YOUTH BRIGADE To Sell The Truth CD 
YUM YUM TREE Glittering LP (picture disc) 

ZEKE Super Sound Racing CD/LP 


ADZ/LOGICAL NONSENSE Screams from Gutter 10” EP 
V/A “How To Start A Fight” CD • 18 band comp with 
Bouncing Souls, NoFX, Rudiments, Skrew 32, Youth 
Brigade, Swingin Utters, Blount, etc. 

V/A “Shit Gets Smashed” CD/LP • Comp with Squat. El 
Dopa. Hot Rod Shopping Cart. Strychnine & more. 

V/A “Smells Like Spring” Double LP • Comp (special 
price: $12) with Candy Snatchers, Pleasure Fuckers, 
Loudmouths, Stitches. Terrorgrupper Yellow Scab, more. 

SEVEN INCHES: 

BRAND NEW UNIT • CANDY SNATCHERS • CALAV- 
ERA • DIMESTORE HALOES • FULL FLEDGE LEDGE • 
THE HELLDEVILS • THE HUMPERS • JAKKPOT • 
JUMPIN’ LAND MINES • ME FIRST & THE GIMME 
GIMMES • POSITIVE STATE • SPIFFY • STALLIONS • 
STISISM • SUICIDE KING • SWINGIN’ UTTERS • THE 
WEAKLINGS • YELLOW SCAB • ZEKE double 7” • 22 
JACKS /CLOWNS FOR PROGRESS • GOONS/ BOILS 
• SCREW 32/MOIST/LOWDOWNS • SEWAGE/HAM- 
MERBRAIN • TRUANTS/KRAYS 
Lots more. Send for free catalog. 


THE STALLIONS. Hey 

Baby, Its... LP 


EATER. All of Eater 
CD 


CDs - $10, IPs - $8, EPS - $7, Seven Inches - $4 • (Any 3 seven inches for $10 plus appropriate postage!) 

Postage Info US/Can./Mex: CD or LP - $1.50 for first, .50c ea. additional. 7" - .50 each. 
International- double above rates 

Money order or well hidden cash (your risk) gets same day response. Checks will take longer. 

DISGRUNTLED MAILORDER 

4470 Sunset Blvd. #195, Los Angeles, CA 90027. 

• Stores write for wholesale list! • Labels looking for reliable mailorder - get in touch! 



























































BIS JETZT G1NG ALLES GUT... 16 SONG LP/CD 


When it comes to punk-rock, "eclectic" is usually a 
code-word for "crap", but these 4 German anti-fas¬ 
cists pull it all off without one iota of lameness. 16 
full -throttle revolutionary anthems with some ass* 
s ha kin' ska and reggae influences thrown in foi 
good measure. Gegen Rechts! CD or LP: $10.00 
Canada (CDN Funds) $10.00 U.S.A. (U.S. Funds) 
$12.00 Elsewhere (U.S. Funds) 


2 Sided Multi- Coloured 100X Cotton T-Shirts For Sale: 
Propaqandhi Anti U.S. A. Imperialism in Black, Blue. Chestnut.'Grey 
or Orange* 

Propaqandhi Nq Borders. No Fences in Black. Blue or Chestnut 
! Anti Religious S entiment in Black or Blue 
Weakerthan s Poetry Positive Revolution in Black or Blue 
TShirts Available in Extra Large or Large (’Except Orange Large 
Only). 

Visit our Web Site on the Propaganda Page at 
http://www.fatwreck.com/pgh/ to view the designs in full colour! 
Prices: $12.00 ppd Canada (CON. funds) $12.00 ppd. U.S.A. (U.S. 
Funds) 

$13.00 Elsewhere (U.S. Funds). 

Coming Soon: 

I SPY "Perversity Is Spreading..." CD/LP a complete retrospect 
CONSOLIDATED "Dropped" C0/LP activist hip hop/ rap/ rock and 
)dii fusion WEAKERTHANS "Fallow" C0/LP featuring ex 
Propaganda bassist John K. Samson. 

Send well concealed cash, cheques or money orders 
payable to C i-7. Send a SASF to be on our mailing list tor 
catalogue updates. 


G-7 Welcoming Committee 
Records 

P.O. Box 3-905 Corydon Ave/ 
Winnipeg, MB 

R3M-3S3/ Canada. Ph/Fax (204) 
947-2002 

e-mail: cronos@netcom.ca 


G-7 Welcoming Committee is--for lack of a 
better term-an independent media outlet 
whose main goal is to produce and distribute 
activist-music (and/or music-by-activists) 
within the framework of a collectively 
owned and operated workplace. In other 
words, there's no hierarchy and no divisions 
of labour that make conceptual and execu¬ 
tionary tasks mutually exclusive. And 
believe it or not, we're not even crushes! 




The Embarrassing Rex 


(Empty Pocket Syndrome) 


Debut full length from 
Li's Embarrassing Rex 


15 pop/punk soon to be 
classic songs 

812 postpaid 


Also available 4 song 7" on 
blue vinyl (contains one 


unreleased song) t 

84 postpaid t 


Gruntshop Records " 

446 9th Street Brooklyn, Ny 11215 


InsurAnce sCam recoRds 



Amazing debut CD 
from The Heidies. 
SoCal melodicore 
with a new school 
sound. Great song 
after great song. 
From San Diego. 



7”- Energy, Urgency, 
Intensity. The music is 
layered and tough 
sounding at the same 
time. Think Giant’s 
Chair or something 
else you like a lot. 


Exit 10 


ISH 

to jf* & 

I7TAHS 4 
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Clash of the 
Titans 


2 great 
bands, 4 
incredible 
songs. A 
bloody, no 
holds-barred 
cage match. 
Two bands 
enter, one 
band leaves. 


The Kossabone Red 



Gymicrae: An 
astonishing 5 
song EP. When 
Jim screams 
about his 
Winter 

of discontent, 
he will make 
you a believer. 



Clear 


7”- A 

collaboration 
of immense 
power here. 
Gymicrae 
rocks out with 
the epic 

"Clear”, 
while Bossk 
provides 2 
snappy 
numbers. 



Insirlitistai recoRds 


Po 1)0x145 
nOrthVille, Ml 48167 
ISR@Usa.CoM 
www.lnsurAnceSCam.CoM 


CD-$10 ppd 

T _$3.50 ppd 

CDep_$7 ppd 

T-shirts and Stickers 
White with black I SR logo 

Long sleeve_$15 ppd 

Short sleeve_$12 ppd 

suckers_$1 ppd 

Add $1 lor orders to Canada 
Add $2 lor orders to Europe 


Order 

Now! 


Send cash, checks 
or money orders 
made payable to 
ISR 


Order a 
Heidies CD 
and get an ISR 
T-shirt for $8 





























































From The Jerks 
at 

SODA JERK! 



Out Now on Compact Disc!!! 

Punker Than Your Mother 
37 Bands - 74 Min. of Rock! 

Bands Include: Voodoo Glowskulls p 
Bruce Lee Band, Billyclub, 
Thorazine, Cards In Spokes, Go Go 
Rays, Fraction Zero, The Thumbs, 
Ferd Mert, Pinhead Circus, Bleed 
and the list goes onl 



Sweet Merciful Crap lfs...7' 

5 In your face punk anthems ala 
Dag Nasty Jawbreaker 
Dlllinger Fourl Top 1 O In MRR you 
canl go wrong. Watch for a new 
Full-length In the Sprlngl 




s ,S> 

* 4 ' 


FIVE BY NINE - S/T 7" 

Straight Outta Atlanta, These kids 
serve up some of the best Melodic 
Hardoore aroundl Ala Pennywise 
meets early Youth Brlgadel 
Fucking Awesome! 


CD - $8/$9/$ 1 O - US/CAN/World 

7 " . $3/$4/$5 - US/CAN/World 
Cash, Check or M.O. to Soda Jerk 


Watch for a New CD/10” from 
Japanese Punk Gods! 

Electric Summer 

Produced By: Bill Stevenson 
out Nov 15th! 


3526 



Send Stamp for Catalogl 
P.O. BOX 4056 
Boulder, CO 80306 



bewareT 




mcg020 IRVING KLAW TRIO| 
Lo^e—High " +2 7' 

um...psycho pragmatic jazz-phunk phusion?! 


mag0i9 FEARLESS FREEP 
"No Less Sordid" CD 

Loudindierockbuttkickin / . 'Cept smarter. 


I magOlSST^CKN^ILLEl 

"These Last Songs" CD| 

Eclectic urban country? Urbain commentary?! 


magOl 7 STLJ INTAAAvNI 

"The American Fadeout" CD 

...ex Treepeople. Big % guitars. So long mind! 


mag016 RESIN SCRAPER 
Heard AAentality" CD I 

Heavy on the booze. Punk Rawk w/o the safety pins. I 


magOl5 TRICKY WOO 
"The dct^" 7" EP 

Good ol' leopard-skin garage mayhem! 




I magOl 2 I *—I I I ^ 

"Green Fields In Daylight" CD I 

Replacements? Soul Asylum?? ...Canadian!!! [ 


Plus way more shit from the likes of: 

MEICES, HARDSHIPOST, sHEAVY, 
NEW SWEET BREATH, PUNCH- 
BUGGY etc. Hell maybe even 
ZUMPANO! You can groove on all 
the garbage if you'd just gamble 
one little stamp for our FREE full 
B&W catalogue. Distro via the fine 
folk at: Dutch East, Cargo, Get Hip, 
Lumberjack, Rhetoric etc. Be nice! 


P.O. BOX 1 15, STN. R,| 
MONTREAL, QC. H2S 3K6 


I 


it's a mag mag mag MAGWHEEL woild! 



Hickey Vs. Voodoo Glow Skulls split 7” 
Comes with You Bet Your Sweet Ass Vm a 
Turtle ‘zine. $3ppd. 

Proceeds from sales of this record will be donated to the 
Youth Services Dept, of the San Francisco AIDS 
Foundation. 



Better Than Your Hand “Where’s Pete?” T 
It’s loud, fast and snotty punk rock. Fronted 
by a couple of girls who once defeated the 
Voodoo Glow Skulls in a vicious ten round 
bout of bare-fisted pugilism. $3ppd. 



Whopper Breath/Mental Pygmies split 7” 

Who said sex sells? I think I sold three copies of this so 
far. Two of the hardest rocking bands that ever played that 
stupid hick bar I used to book shows at. $3ppd. 


Probe #6 $4 ppd. Your Mother, Ringwurm, and 

Hickey full length cds $8ppd. All mail order purchas¬ 
es from Probe records are money-back gaurenteed. 
Stickers and naked pictures of my ex-girlfriend are 
still free to senior citizens and kids under 18. 

Checks to: 
Aaron Muentz 
P.O. Box 5068 
Pleasanton, Ca. 

records 94566 






























Fiction 

By Jen Foreman 


Shivering, i crouch in my own 
personal hell. Halfway between 
now and the insanity of the past, 
attempting to come to terms with 
something I will never be able to 
fathom. The music runs blistering 
through my ears, shitty recording 
and all, and I sit numbly on the 
ratty couch, throbbing head gath¬ 
ered in a vise-like grip. 

Too real, too soon, and how 

, , in my eyes. Too bright it blazes 

the fuck is a kid supposed to deal g ’ 

... u > ,, m _ + 0 . iH the outline of the window frame 

with shit like this. Not a kid—that 

on the inside of my eyelid. I sit 


In the fever of my delirium, I 
don't know where I am, the thin¬ 
ness of hazy vision, shallow depth 
perception and everything blurring. 

He still stands there. Pallor 
vivid in the darkness of the room. 
Stands there. No expression. 

Want to hit him, feel blood and 
bone crushing beneath my fist. 

“He's not worth this.” 

Words shatter the stillness, 
the silence of the fragile cocoon. I 
wrap myself in desperation. What 
did he say? Nothing registers. 
Mouth forming words I can’t 
understand. 

“He’s not worth this.” 

Words repeated. 

“He’s not worth this.” 

Third time it breaks through, 
makes me listen, head whips up 
without my realizing it. I see 
clearer that he doesn’t believe it 
either. I stare at him for moments 
upon moments and as he turns 
to cover his own face—never one 
to show his weaknesses—I run 
and fall in his surprised out¬ 
stretched arms, etched white in 
the gloom of the basement. They 
clasp around my back because 
there’s nowhere else to go and 
we both cry silently. Outside is 
another glorious frostbitten bright 
winter morning. 

• • • 

I wake to sun shining directly 


halfway state, that tenuous line 
drawn between childhood and 
maturity, that fragile span where 
nothing is sure, worlds collide 
and everything—so fragile. 

The natty texture of thread¬ 
bare seventies material digs into 
my calves and thighs in my fetal 
pose, knees and elbows seam¬ 
lessly mashed together and 
knuckles white, black hair 
wrapped around them. A shud¬ 
dering sigh released, like moldy 
pollen, released into the air and 
wafts. I feel myself polluting the 
room and shrink smaller. Not 


up, turn and see him nestled 
beside me and I feel so dirty. 
Betrayed him on the same day 
he leaves. Sallow justice. I look 
at Bruce for a long moment, then 
turn away, back towards the win¬ 
dow, pulling the blanket close 
over bare chilled shoulders. He 
murmurs in his sleep. 

Right, wrong, it doesn’t mat¬ 
ter. Nothing seems to in this hack¬ 
neyed play where we all move 
through our parts in quiet despera¬ 
tion, trying to play or break the 
role, but all eventually succumbing 


...... . to its insufferable truth. There is 

supposed to be this way, not sup- j . . 

, . * no deviation, just seeming rebel- 

posed to be this way, not sup- . 

... lion against the groove to which 

posed to be this way. 







we so steadfastly hold. So mean¬ 
ingless really, so stupid. 

His cold fingers touch my 
shoulder where the blanket has 
slipped down again. He has the 
care not to say anything, to gath¬ 
er me back against him as I start 
to cry again, silently, with the 
strong sobs shaking my frame. I 
feel hot dampness on my back 
and realize that he cries too. 

Almost brother to^both, lover to 
one, gone for what will seem like 
an eternity—it always does. Is 
that why l do this to myself? 

I turn back to Bryce, still 
watering but calmer than he, put 
my head against his chest and 
hold him tight. So alone, both of 
us, even in our proximity. We fall 
asleep again. 

• • • 

l wake the second time with 
the realization that I could wake 
my whole life and not miss a 
damned thing. I feel Bryce 
breathing shallowly behind me. 
“This couch is simply too narrow,’ 
l think in a sudden burst of clarity 
and nearly start to laugh in the 
face of the idiocy of the thought. 

Alex is already inconsequen¬ 
tial in my mind. He’ll be back. And 
I won’t be. Never again, I think to 
myself with resilience, always the 
same resilience. Bryce is awake 
now because he puts the side of 
his face on top of mine and mur¬ 
murs into my ear, “tea?” 


basement again. see the g re en-eyed wonder then. 

Bryce steers me into the We met through this bastard 
kitchen by my elbow. He sorts out jnstead of the right way , paS sing 
the tea makings, puts the water nQtes jn c|ass> or through one 
on, sits at the table and puts his another * s frien ds talking to us, 
face in his hands and weeps. The sayjng so . and . so likes so-and-so. 
facade crumbles. I want to go to Bryce pulls me up and kiss - 
him, to touch him, but I can’t. I e$ me for the first time . | am 


facade crumbles. I want to go to 
him, to touch him, but I can’t. I 
can’t move. Out of the window, I 
see Alex strolling up the front 
walk with blood or something all 
over his shirt, staggering a little 
bit. I almost black out. 

I haul Bryce up by the shirt 
and pause only to take the tea 
off before hauling him back down 
to the basement. Alex is drunk 
and bloody and I just don’t want 
to know. I pin the basement door 


stunned. Unspoken rule has been 
broken. Stunned and shocked 
and unable to compute it right 
away, only knowing that it is so 
right that it’s Bryce and not that 
demon, I answer as I only can. 

I know what we have to 
d0 —we both know. We walk so 
calmly to the window as Alex 
starts to pound on the door 


to know. I pin the basement door ab0V6i ye||ing s , urred profanities, 
shut behind me—I learned to TK „ riah t a t 


OCM,,,u 10 The window opens right at 

lock the basement from the ground |evel and we S | ithe r out. 

inside by the time I was seven. Be||ies covered jn soiI , we 

He s outside, isn t he. skU l k t p rou gp the dead garden in 

Dead flat statement. the sharp cold and then we’re 

I just nod. My breath catches Qut and wa , kjng down the street, 
want to scream. But I won’t. ^ good _ we bo th know it-and 
We look at each other and we move brisk , y . And for once , 
to laugh. Laughter in the face maybe 1Yn happy . ® 


and I want to scream. But I won’t. 

We look at each other and 
start to laugh. Laughter in the face 
of death. Alex, my “boyfriend,” 
only because he never lets me go. 
Alex, older brother of Bryce. Alex, 
the angel of death of us both, 
sealing our fates as surely as the 
Devil. He convinced my father that 
I was a worthless bitch not good 
enough for college or anything 
else but working to support the 
family since my manic mother < 
can’t. He keeps Bryce close to (( 


Tea. So like him. I nod under P ome, jealous keeper of his bril 
his bristling cheek and he turns ijant \^ e brother. ^ 

his head as I sit up. We pull on Funny how Alex likes a fuck 

clothes haphazardly, not really five years y 0 unger. Maybe women 
caring how we end up. Being cov- P js age knew to stay away. At 
ered is all that matters. thirteen, all I saw was a cool 

Upstairs, my mother watches sen j 0r and a car j\/| y P arents 



the tele and drinks coffee in 
these horrendous fuzzy quilted 
slippers, housecoat as old as the 
basement couch. She doesn t 
notice as we come out of the 


allowed this? The thought numbly 
surfaces for the thousandth time. 

Bryce looks so pained. He 
can’t do anything, neither of us 
can, too long under the same 


basement, in our disheveled, tear ^| tPy th U mb. I wonder what bar 
stained, sleepy state, and l don t he caree ned wildly through this 
mind—it’s certainly better than time. wiiat “fags" he beat, what 

the bother. Dad’s not home, and « p j g » he talked down. I hate his 
that’s a blessing. I imagine him ignorance and his piss-poor white 


looking Bryce over, the banal 
comments, the sadistic look on 


trash life. Bryce and I catch eyes. 
By thirteen, Bryce had been 


his face, and I want to hide in th^ aken 0(Jt 0 f SC b 0 ol. Pity I didn’t 










(30 Second Motion Picture) 


(insert catchy slogan here) 

30 Second Motion Picture • 
can't kill time LP 

ex-shotmaker and okara kids kick out 
the post-punk jams 

Blake • 
self-titled 7" 

mississauga's sassiest hardcore kids go off, 
without losing track of melody 

three penny opera • 7" 

ex-shotmaker/30smp - heavier and faster, balls to the walls rock'n'roll, new band, 
new van. lock up your daugthers 

franklin • building in A and E CD 

recorded with scientist, emo and dub are both three letter words 

okara • months like years LP 

now-defunct Ottawa mathrock trio, almost out of print, get on it 

goodbye blue monday/across five aprils • split 1 " 

ex-frail/iamheaven/truehighfideilty/singlefileline. quiet, melodic, frantic 


coming soon: sparkmarker "products and accessories" CD (repress), 
seppuku CD, abitt krunikk CD,.. 


franklin LP, t-shirts, stickers, etc. 
cheaper from blindspot, bottlenekk, 


7" 

usa+ canada+world 
$4 j $4 j $5 

carrot top, choke, ebullition, very, x-mist 
• canucks pay in loons, everyone else in 

LP/CD 

$8 t }11 | $12 

american dollars (well hidden cash or 



money orders to "Shawn Scallen") 


spectra sonic sound • box 80067, Ottawa, ON, K1S 5N6, Canada 
spectrasonic@iname.com • www.cyberus.ca/~scallen • ph/fx: 613-23-SOUND 


't? a i\t attic records; 


IPOBOX 391494, CAMBRIDGE MA 02139-0015 
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p?!^RnnHiMh^tterVol.2"CO fFA006CD1 -34 New England bands, including Insult. Wife Beater. Gringo. 

I God Told Mo To. Foss. Pinkerton Thugs. Top Ooad Center. Crazy Alice. The Medveds. Dropkick Murphys. The 
I Ducky Boys. Scapegoats. Democracy Test. Third Party. Dear Venus. Bosley, etc Comes in a 5" x 5" xeroxed band I 
I info booklet (each band has a page) without a jewel case. All tracks^reviouslyjjnr^ 1 

| reprint (whenever I manage to do that) won'tjiayejhejnfobooklet. f 

BRATFACE "Attention Deficit Disordor”CD fFA009CQ1 (with Rcprobato Roc’s) -Screaming fast 
hardcore punk Not gindcorc. but more like punk playe d at top speed One of my top 5 local band s, no | 
doubt* If you get the chanco to see thorn, don't miss it!| 



I PENIS FLY TRAP / KERMITS FINGER split CD fFA005CD1 (with Poorest Quality and Woof Rec’s) - 
IPFT present 7 remixed 7" trax plus 8 brand new ones, in a catchy punk rock type of style, while The Finger cruise 
I through 22 funny drunken thrash songs. Many beers gave their lives so that this C D could live, so shouldn’t you get J 

|H?| 

TSoSFnvFD^M^on^moko^^tash^ ^FAOOeH wUh Pill Party Rec’s) -Known to but a few 
dozen local fans, these crackpots play some of the funniest, catchiest punk rock in Boston. With this, 
their third (and best) 7" release, maybe some more pe opl e will catch on. I hope to see a full CD by them | 
j this year. | 



GOD TOLD ME TO "Briss"CD fFA007CD1 -10 tracks of deviant punky rockedness. With titles like 'Shaved ] 
Sruzz Dream". "Pussy On a Stick" and "Desperate Living" you know these guys will scare your mama. If you don't | 
j cringe at the mention of po p punk, you should definatety check out this disc. Makes me th ink of some 2nd or 3rd 
generation uk punk bands. 


iutnJmriug 

God Told Me To 


BRISS! 


[TOBOGGAN / METROPOLITAN RAGE WAREHOUSE split CD fFAOIOCDI (with Steal Thoso Rec’s)-1 
■ Toboggan will blast you away with their two-guitar hardcore. Their 11 tunes are totally powerful, with a 
Igood variety of tempos and lyrics about sex. alcohol, football and Pat Buchanan. This is MRWs 3rd CD. I 
Iso hopefully you’ve heard 'em already. Here they add an occasional country influence (though only on a I 
■couple trax. but it works OK?) to their potent hardcore punk. Incit eful lyrics on personal subjects, without | 
[going all ‘emo* on ya,. ,and the definitive cover of "Heitor Skelter". | “ —— 




I PRICES: Medveds 7":»3ppd; GTMT CD:$6ppd;all others:SBppd | 
FOREIGN Orders:add $2 for 1st, $1 each after. 

I SPECIAL OFFER:get all 6 records for $30ppd(|35 foreign) 


PAYMENT : preferably in well-hidden cash ($US), or in a money order made 
1 out to RON LACER (not to Fan Attic). If you have to send a check, you'll have 
to wait a few extra weeks for it to clear my bank 






















































COMP CD | OUT NOW | FEATURING | GOB | NOOTHGRUSH | BROS. IIBB | JENNY 
PICOUO | BILLY CLYBEISHEBWELLAZ | AGENTS OF SATAN | BENUMB | BEAB 
BOOIESEVERYWNERE | UnER BASTARD | MAKARA | COMES WITH SWANK 
BOOKLET | SO PPD USA ITRAINWRECK | PUB 1121511 CAMPBELL CA105011 
MO PAYABLE TO TOM PLEASE | ALSO AVAIIABLE FROM VACUUM ANB RHETORIC 



O.S.D. $10 CO, $0 MCD, $8 If, $3 EP • Canada $11 CO. $9 MCD, $! IP, $4 ff sc,lntei 10 
Europe $12 CD, $10 MCD, $12 IP, $S EP ■ Asia $14 CD, $12 MCD, $14 IP, $0 EP 
Exit Is A Division Of Wreck-Age - Please Make Checks Payable To Wreck-Age 
ior Complete Catalog Send A Stamp: Wreck-Age, P. 0. Box 263, New York, NY 10012, U.S.A., Or EjMail: wreck-age@worldnet.att.net 
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How to Put on a Show 

By Seff Propios 


Ever find yourself flipping through a zine looking at a 
tour schedues? Ever think to yourself, “Geez, I sure wish 
(insert band name) would come here to (insert your town 
name).” Well guess what? They can! If the bands you want 
to see aren't coming to your town, that mean's no one’s 
bringing 'em there. Weil, it's called Do-It-Yourself for a rea¬ 
son.... It’s up to you to get them to come. But how do you 
do it? Let me tell you. With this article, I hope to give you 
a few practical, yet fundamental insights on being a Punk 
Rock Advocate (I hate the word “promoter”). So read on, 
you tenacious little monkey, read on. 

WE HAVE CONTACT 

To start off, come up with a list of 10-20 "musical 
groups” that you are just dying to see in a “live setting." Mail 
a note (short and to the point) expressing your interest in 
having them play a gig in your humble-but-rockin' town. 
Include your name, address and phone number/e-mail 
address. ALWAYS INCLUDE A SELF-ADDRESSED STAMPED 
ENVELOPE!!! I can't stress this point enough! As with every¬ 
thing else, your chances of getting a response of any kind are 
a hundred times better than without one. The best time of 
the year to contact bands is in the winter time. Most don’t 
tour during these months for obvious reasons (SNOW!). This 
may not apply if you live in a region that has moderate 
weather year ‘round. But, if you’re from a place that has 
extreme cold (30-50 BELOW ZERO) to accompany snow like 
Montana... Weil, let’s just say you’re better off planning for 
the following Spring/Summer. 

Bands that intend to tour usually write back or call within 
a month of you sending your inquiry. Sometimes they’ll call 
direct to get specific info. As far as them knowing to depend 
on you, or vice versa, your guess is as good as mine. In this 
great mess of DIY’ness, I’ve found that there is a strong 
sense of trust between touring bands and promoters. If there 
are any “shortcomings” from either side, people will find out 
whether or not you’re/they’re great to work with, as shit-talk 
tends to spread rapidly. 


VENUE RHYMES WITH MENU 

So the deed's been done. Now i.t is time to decide on 
where to have your punk rock extravaganza. This will depend 
heavily on whether or not you prefer all-ages or bar shows. 
Personally, I am a Punk Rock Advocate of the all-ages variety. 

I do most of my shows at a space that not only accommo¬ 
dates the youngsters, but is also damn cheap (only 20% of 
the door) to boot! There is simply too much bullshit to deal 
with at a bar. Besides, a good portion of the showgoers are 
left standing outside, cursing themselves for having been 
born a little too late to rock. Take that however ya like. 

The ideal spot for shows is one that is both away from 
residential areas but also relatively easy to find. You will prob¬ 
ably be able to rent a community center for approximately 
$200*$400, depending on where you live. I currently do 
shows in a non-profit play production theater. I just happened 
to luck out on this. One of the board members at the theater 
also happens to sit on the board with the local radio station. 

I had been doing my radio show for about a year when he 
came up to me one day and asked if I would be interested in 
doing shows at the Center Stage Community Theater. It was 
pure luck that I was able to find such a nice venue for an 
extremely low price: 20% of the door or about $50-$ 150. If 
not many people show up on “slow” nights, they’ll call it even 
and split the cash among the bands without taking their 
share. Besides that, they've been extremely tolerant and very 
easy to work with. I really owe a lot to these folks for being 
as supportive as they are, especially since most of them 
can’t stand punk music but stand behind the idea of making 
cultural diversity a priority in the sometimes ultra-conservative 
state of Montana. Other not-for-profit spaces that may be 
interested in helping you out include churches, schools, 
youth centers, even places like your local chapter of the Elks 
Club. In any case, make a few calls to do price comparisons 
before committing to a certain venue. It could save you a few 
hundred dollars or so. Be prepared to come up with addition¬ 
al cash, as most halls have you pay a mandatory damage 
deposit. This is usually half or equal to the rental cost and is 
refundable under “normal circumstances” (no broken win- 
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dows, puke on the carpets, shit smeared on the bathroom 
mirrors, etc...) 

Warehouses have a lot of room for contemporary “disco 
maneuvering” but 1 would not reocmmend utilizing one unless 
you have an adequate sound system. Otherwise, it’ll be a lo-fi 
nightmare. 

Basement or garage shows are definitly more enjoyable, 
but you should get permission or at least let your neighbors 
know ahead of time. Common courtesy goes a long way 
ladies and gents, trust me. Sound proofing is also a plus, 
which can easily be made out of egg crate foam. You can 
get egg crate foam from carpet suppliers or even hospitals. 
Staple it all over ceilings, walls, and any other surfaces that 
are gonna bounce or leak your sound. This stuff really soaks 
up noise, so use it liberally. If you have access to, or can 
obtain old bed mattresses, you could use them to put up 
against doors or cut them to fit the frames of any windows 
down there as well. 

If you operate without a business license (as I do), the 
City may have a fit over you collecting money at the door of 
your home. An easy way to get around this hurdle is to do it 
under the guise of a “donations only” basis. If the cops come 
a’ knockin' tell 'em you’re just having a private party. 

YOUR FLYER’S UNZIPPED 

Ryering is the tried and true method of getting the word 
out. Ryers should be done 2-3 weeks in advance. If they are 
done too far ahead of time, people are gonna forget. If you 
do them less than two weeks before show time, the word 
may not have the opportunity to trickle down to everyone that 
might be interested. In order to find out the number of flyers 
to copy, you must first figure out how many people you would 
need to attend in order to cover your expenses and pay the 
bands about $100 a piece, including local bands. In my case 
we’ll say my expenses are $200 with three bands on the bill. 
Cover charge is $5 a piece. I would need roughly 100 people 
at the door to break even and pay the bands. I normally print 
twice the number of flyers as the number of people anticipat¬ 
ed to show up. So in this case I would then print 200 flyers 
for the show. Now keep in mind, I live in a fairly small town 
so I don’t need as many as someone in Chicago might. If you 
live in a bigger city or know from past shows that you could 
draw a hell of alot more people, by all means print up how 
many you feel is necessary. Colored paper is highly recom¬ 


mended to give the flyers an eye catching appeal, but white 
works fine as well. If you’re on a limited budget like me, you 
can always print 1/2 or 1/4 page flyers. Make sure you hit up 
all of the obvious locations, such as recod stores, school 
campuses, gutters, etc... 

If you know of a college/public radio station in your 
vicintiy, don’t be afraid to ask if they'd be willing to plug 
your show(s) or even play some of the stuff on the air. 

Don’t even waste your time with commercial stations, as 
most will ask you to pay a fee for “advertising.” I happen to 
have the luxury of running my own radio program on the 
local public station. Since I’m located in the small commu¬ 
nity of Great Falls, Montana, being able to promote shows 
on the radio does absolute fuckin' wonders for the turnout. 


Contrary to popular belief, you don’t need a “portable 
recording studio” to have ample equipemnt. Twenty-four 
channel mixing boards, 3,000 watt amplifiers, theatricle light¬ 
ing: throw all of that shit out the window. You’d be paying 
$500+ just to rent that stuff! You can rent the basic equp- 
ment you’ll need (a PA, a couple sturdy speakers, and some 
mics & stands, along with chords chords chords) for about 
$75-$150. If it looks like you’re gonna be in the show book¬ 
ing “biz” for a long time, you may want to consider buying 
your equipment instead of renting it. I bought an 8-channel 
head (300 dual-amps), a pair of durable speakers and three 
microphones (with stands and chords) for about $2,200. It is 
quite costly just to purchase the bare essentials, but you'll 
come out ahead in the long run if you do. Other items that 
are handy to have on hand are extension chords/power strips, 
a stamp with ink pad to mark the wrists of your paying show- 
goers and a roll of carpet for the drum-kit. Containers to hold 
drinking water, scratch paper/markers and Scotch tape are 
also great to have availalbe. 


Paying bands is always complicated, but done right, 
you can be fair to everyone involved—including yourself. I 
don’t do guarantees, and it’s a damn good idea not to 
accept arrangements of this type, especially if you’re first 
starting out. Guarantees are just bad news. I heard a guy 
in Missoula lost $300 because he absolutely HAD TO pay 


I CAN’T HEAR YOU! 


SHOW ME THE MONEY 


Punk Planet 
















the three "punk rock” bands their 200 bucks a piece. 

Bands that don't have guarantees usually do ask how 
many people I think may come. I tell them that I’ll flyer 
and promote the show as best I can and hopefully between 
50-150 people will show up. Even though I don’t do guar¬ 
antees, I always try to get touring bands at least $100, 
which is approximately 30-50% of the door. Avoid lining up 
a gazillion touring bands for the same show, as it probably 
won’t turn out the way you’d like ti to. Would you really 
want to charge $25 a pop just to break even? I also try to 
get regional bands a minimum of at least $50 (20%) and 
local bands at least $25 (10%), with the remainder cover¬ 
ing expenses. 

I take 10% of the takein only if the following "criteria” 
have been met: 

1) Each touring band gets at least $100. 

2) Each Montana band (ie. a band that is from some¬ 
where in MT but not from Great Falls) gets at least $50 

3) Each local band gets at least $25. 

This usually amounts to $25-$50, which covers the cost 
of flyers and sometimes part of the phone bill. I’d say for 
every four shows there’s one that I make some cash on. I 
think they most I’ve made is $90, with the most l lost being 
about $200. I usually break even or lose about $25-$50 a 
show. From what I can tell, it all evens out, I mean, I’ve been 
able to pay my bills and get food, records and other neces¬ 
sities. I figure if I can at least break even, I’ll be able to con¬ 
tinue doing shows. I’d probably move if I didn’t. I’d be 
absolutely insane not to. 

Sometimes, no matter how much you flyer and how 
much you hype it, things just don’t work out the way you 
want them to. I’ve done shows that I thought would bring in 
quite a few people, but only 20-30 people would show up 
and I’d only be able to pay the bands $50 or less. 
Sometimes I give them an extra $10 a piece out of my own 
pocket, or buy merchandise that I wouldn’t normally get (like 
band shirts). If this happens, don’t kiss ass and give them 
the shirt off your own back, but try and help them out as 
much you can, like letting them stay at you house and use 
the facilities (ie. showers, kitchen or even washer/dryers). 
Sometimes, just having a place for them to stay is ample 
enough "compensation” for a poor turnout because they 
won’t have to sleep on the side of the road in their van for 
at least one night. 

If you’re gonna have bands staying over at your place 
(and it’s always nice if you do), you need to keep these 
questions in mind: Is there to be food and drink available 
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for them? Is anyone that plans on styaing over allergic to 
pets? Do they need an alarm clock to wake up on time? Do 
they need blankets & shit? The list goes on and on, so be 
prepared and expect to address the unexpected. "Oh dude! 

I filled the 350-gallon water tank in our tour bus with your 
water hose and dumped our portable toilet into your 
clogged street drain. I hope that’s alright.” Dohl! 

If this article hasn’t already convinced you that putting on 
shows it a lot of work, let me make it clearer: PUTTING ON 
SHOWS IS A LOT OF WORK. You need to rest. Setting a down 
time period between shows so you can recuperate ain’t a bad 
idea. Three bands on one bill with a cover charge of $5 and 
one show with a week in between shows are ideal figures in 
my book. You get the rock, you get the rest. It’s all good. 

GOOD BYE, GOOD LUCK, GOD BLESS 

Everything mentioned are simply helpful hints or sugges¬ 
tions that have been learned (sometimes painfully) over the 
course of 1 1/2 years worth of shows. Naturally, what you 
do is entirely at your own discretion. One piece of advice 
that I hope to share with everyone is this: In every aspect of 
this punk rock shindig, be up front and honest with whoever 
you deal with, and expect the same for yourself. You can do 
no wrong if you adhere to this saying. 

In closing, l would like a moment to speak directly to 
other "landlocked” punkers out there. You may feel that no 
one in their right mind would consider doing a show with you, 
especially if you’re from a small town that’s out of their way. 
Even though I'm smack-dab in the middle of MONTANA (or 
South Canada, take your pick) of all places, I’ve set up forty- 
eight shows (and counting) in less than two years! I have 
been able to witness some absolutely awesome bands in 
action—it’s all still quite unbelieveable to me. But more 
importantly, I’ve had the opportunity to meet some amazing 
people "behind the scenes” of it all. 

Finally, if you don’t have the resources to pull it off your¬ 
self, get together with a group of friends who are just as psy¬ 
ched as you are. DON’T BE DISCOURAGED! You’ll be sur¬ 
prised, I guarentee it! 

Seff Propios/ flatspot presents 
604 2nd Ave. S 
Great Falls, MT 59405 
(406) 761-2054 
flatspot@montana.com 


✓ 





























the Van Pelt s/t 

3 brand new unreleased tracks. 7"/CDep. AMC18 


the Trans Megetti 

Steal ifte Jet Keys" U»/CD. AMC17 


Seven Storey Mountain 

j£ "Leper Ethics" LP/CD. AMC16 


ART MONK 

Post Box 6332 Falls ChW 
LP/$#,00, CD/$9.00ppx 



Records & Stuff We Sell: 


109. HAPPY GO LICKY 
108. AUTOCLAVE 


21 live songs qq 
from ’87-’88 only 

II-song posthumous CD, CD 
all previously released, only 




107. BRANCH MANAGER A, TWbaf * 


106. LUNGFISH 
105. MAKE-UP 

104. TRUSTY 'The Fourth Wise Man' * 

102. THE WARMERS mm * 

101. BLUETIP 'Dischord No. 101' * 

90. FUGAZI 'Red Medicine't* 

50. SKEWBALD Now available on CD rf 

40. MINOR THREAT CD has every song! 

33. THREE 
20. EGG HUNT 
14. DISCHORD 1981 

13. MARGINAL MAN '“"SS SB (c 

^regular CD, price (5)/ + Cassette, price ©/ ++CD single, price ® 

NEW Price Guide, including postage, in U.S. $ 


'Dark Days Coming' album plus 10 unreleased CD 
basement demo tracks (8 have no vocals) only 
2-song project from 1986 by Ian & Jeff 
Now available on CD 
Teen Idles, Minor Threat 
SOA.GI 5 , Youth Brigade 


'Indivisible' * © 

© 
© 
© 




U.S.A. 

SURFACE 
& CANADA 

Airmail 

7" 

3.50 

4.50 

6.50 

© 

LP 

8.00 

10.00 

13.00 

© 

CD 

9.00 

10.00 

12.00 

© 

MaxiCD 

11.00 

12.00 

14.00 

© 

CD single 

4.00 

5.00 

7.00 


We accept Visa / MC / Discover - Call (703)351-7507 or E-mail or Fax u 
http://www.southern.com/dischord/ dischord @ dischord. com 

Stores: We deal direct. Write us or fax us at (703) 351-7582 


Illustrated CATALOG! 
please send one US $ or 
4 US Stamps or 4 IRC*. 


For a plain but complete 
LIST of records, send 
us a US stamp or an IRC. 


3819 BEECHER ST. NW, WASH., D.C. 20007-1802 


























OPIUM TAYLOR 

"fade machine fade magazine" Ip/cd 

Thirteen new songs falling in the musical 
trajectories of Braniac, Lungfish, and Sonic Youth. 

SOON: 

Traluma 7" Ethel Meserve 7" Traluma LP/CD 


Broken Hearts are Blue 

The Truth About Love LP/CD 
The debut from this quartet 
featuring former members of 
Current and Ordanation of 
Aaron. 


Christie Front Drive 

LP/CD 

The swansong from CFD. 

They graced us with another 
record before moving on. 

Lucky, lucky us. 

Prices: US/Can/World 
LPs $7/8/9 
CDs $10/11/12 
7"s $3/4/5 

Distributed by: lumberjack 
Send a stamp for full catalog 

CAULFIELD 

pob 84323 lincoln ne 68501 

http://www.acton.com/bernie 



Biff: 

BSBB; 
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J ; H yw hove ** taMTittw moflonkr fan****** thooW. 
fcxfeded m over 50W «f tHe best PunktHortewntt’s, v»y{ 
and m r d x ariiw at VCt prices. Send one defer toA&SQ, l>.0. 
m$m fc**«**Col! 

(714) Mi-7584 


S9 Times The Poin Icehurn 

Twenty Percent Of My Hand Polar Bear Suite 

e»92 tea 


Will Haven 

el Diablo 
ip cs ct> 

c ft ISIS is 


Better Than 8 Thousand 

Just One 
ip cs ct> 

Fte*:60 























the circus is coining... 





new album out now • available on cd/ca/lp • Produced by Steve Kravac & Mark “Big Daddy” Stern 
Post Office Box 67A64 * Los Angeles, CA 90067 • Check out our shit at www.byorecords.com 
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REGULATORWATTS 
ALL SCARS 
KEROSENE 454 


THE AESTHETICS OF NO-DUG SLOWDIME 006 / DISCHORD 119.5 
IFULL LENGTH) SLOWDIME005/ DISCHORD 118.5 

CAME 8Y TO KILL ME SLOWDIME 003 / DISCHORD 1115 


MAIL ORDER THRU DISCHORD 3819 BEECHER ST NW WASHINGTON DC20007 

DISTRIBUTED BY DISCHORD DIRECT » SLOWDIME 80 BOX 414 ARLINGTON, YA 22210 


ALSOAVAILABLE: THE SORTS GATEWAY SOUNDS CD/LP (CS#2) 



:Boy SetsFi 


INITIALRECORDS PO BOX 17131 LOUISVILLE KY 40217 USA 


Drive This Seven Inch Wooden Stake 
Through My Philadelphia Heart 
m 4-Song 7” • 10-Song CD 


Send $1 for our new Catalog (with over 500 items!) and some stickers. Outside USA send $2. Mailorder 7* $3.50.12" $8.00. CD $9.00. Prices include 
Hplivprv anvwhprp in the United States. For uD-to-the-minute tour info and sound dips, visit Planet Louisville at www.iqlou.com/planet/ 























TFfi,"4,' S’s'- IO Gallon Helmet, 7”-Ad$ 

One of the better bands of recent memory. 

This rec has one clunker ad 3 pretty decent 
songs, but no hatchback mention, and not 
one new theme song. Boohoo! Cool shit 
though — garagey, poppy, and worth your 
god damn money. (GG) 

Answer Hase Bid. #2 B1 5-49 OSU 3 Nakaku Spid 
Naj oya City Aichi 460 Japan 83^ 


ersives/Cause - Split, 7” 

I have to say I like the Adversives they play fast 
melodic hardcore punk like I remember it in the 
late 80s. 2 good songs here, without a lyric sheet. 
The Cause are similar in the way they also play fast 
melodic hardcore, but they have more hooks and a 
lyric sheet. Cool stuff. (NW) 

Itown Records 2255 Paradise Ln. Medidian, ID 
>42 


45 l Big Block -Save Me From Myself, CD 

Man this puck/hardcore scene has changed 
so much in the past years. I mean to a lot of 
people these guys play hardcore. This is bad 
metal man, without the long hair. Triggered 
drums, chugga chug guitars, what a mess. 
This shit is about as DIY as most other shit 
people send here to get reviewed. (NW) 

Big Wheel Recreation 325 Huntington Ave. 

#2f Boston, MA 02115 

Th4 Abducted, CD 

Yet another band of Ramone-loving, leather 
wearing punkers. Don’t these bands tire of 
sounding and looking exactly like each other? 
They’re not bad, just unoriginal. (MD) 

V.n(l. PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131 

Ab o Diablos - An American Tragedy, 7” 

A couple tunes that drift from soft and 
dreamy to yelling and pounding, always tit¬ 
tering about the edges of indie rock but nor 
quite committing themselves. A good enjoy¬ 
able record with some neat-o packaging. 
Good stuff. (SM) 

Hardspun Records, PO Box 71327, Milwaukee, 
Wl 53211 

Acl ion Patrol - 1993-1996 On Patrol, CD 

I don’t know how I ever missed hearing 
about these guys, because this CD, which is a 
collection of their seven inches and a full 
length live show, absolutely fucking rules. It 
starts out kinda emo and mellow like, and all 
of a sudden there is this maniacal screaming 
tearing through my speakers, knocking me to 
the floor. Really decent slow parts, but when 
they tear into the fast stuff, watch out! I 
actually could have done without the live 
show, but it’s nice for the fans. You really 
gotta buy this CD. (MH) 

Wh lied Records PO Box 5431 Richmond VA 
23: 20 


All Scars - self titled, CD 

This is a new (and old) approach at Discord, thank 
you. With Brendan Canty and some of the older 
boys doing an early Fugazi, Big Black, etc. eighties 
experimental punk rock. This stuff is exactly what 
got me into Dischord records: Its got growl and 
guts and emotion (not emo) in the vocals and the 
guitars. No surprise that Guy does some produc¬ 
tion work here with hints of Rites of Spring in the 
mix. Pick this one up. Dischord seams to have 
made a resurgence, we should thank Slowdime as 
well. . (EA) 

Slowdime PO Box 414 Arlington, VA 22210 

Amalgamation / Left In Ruins, Split LP 

A Split of East Coast aggressiveness. Amalgamation 
has a great sound and beat you in the face with it. 
Dual vocal attack with glass breaking high screams 
and gut wrenching bellows. Even with it’s chaos, it 
does have a tendency to remind me of Moss Icon 
once in awhile. The Left In Ruins side is decent, 
with the guitar parts being the standout star. The 
song writing doesn’t do anything for me. Fast parts, 
then mid-tempo parts, you know the routine. 
Comes with extensive booklets of the bands inten¬ 
tions. (SY) 

Rice control Records, Contact At: PO Box 3489, Silver 
Sprng, MD 20918 

American Steel - no title, 7” 

Another pop punk band with a total East bay 
sound (Op Iv, CRIMPSHRINE, etc...), and guess 
where their from? You guessed it. The East bay. I 
would have loved this in like 1987 but 10 years 
later it seems pretty tame. (NW) 

445 14th St. San Francisco, CA 94103 

An^or - First and Forever, 7” 

Despite the fact that my copy is warped and mock¬ 
ing my turntable, “First and Forever” is pretty 
good. Your typical punk/indie group, Angora plays 
distorted rock with singing that goes all over the 
place. Buy this record if you’re not into the Fat 
Wreck Chords realm of mediocre rock. (MD) 
Majestic 12 Records , P0 BOX 72097, San Jose, CA * 
951 72-0971 


Am lalise-Always 18, CD 

Playing the popular “hard pop” sound (think Weston 
& the Dillinger 4), Annalise goes down pretty ' 
smooth. They’re definitely not treading any new ter¬ 
ritory, but they play it well, and can write some pret¬ 
ty good choruses. “It’s just a hometown thing, this 
scene will always be 18.” Worth a listen. (DS) 

Pig( og Records, PO Box 43, Hull, HU1 1AA England 

Ani i Crisis/ Random Conflict - Split, 7” 

well I’ve never really heard anything like Anti 
Crisis, total reverb makes these guys sound like 
they’re in a huge auditorium. At least they don’t 
play pop punk, it’s a bit closer to hardcore. It’s just 
plain weird. Random Conflict play some O.K. 
sloppy punk rock, 3 songs on this side. (NW) 

Pur Crock Records PO Box 214 Birmingham, AL 

25061 

Arc he Halas - not title, tape 

A nicely packaged tape of Polish hardcore. The 
music is mean and heavy with dual vocals, and is 
not without some diverse parts where the music 
lightens up but still stays angry-sounding. The songs 
are played well and interesting. Pretty cool. (SM) 

Niki Nic Niewie, PO Box 53, 34-400 Nowy Targ, 

Pol< ind 

Armstrongs Secret Nine-The Corpse Came 
Calling, 7” 

Precision hardcore in a 1.6 Band vein with a side 
order of Giant’s Chair. Does that explain it pretty 
well? I think so. (DS) 

Dor ut Friends 1030 Jessie Ave. Kent, OH 44240 

Arson Family - La Cosa Nostra, CD 

18 originals and two classic covers of a sound not 
unlike the Unsane. It picks up in speed quite a bit 
too. This album has grown on me a lot since my 
initial listen. The production all works really well 
for the sound, good representation without over¬ 
production. Even though they are from Rhode 
Island, their lyrics lead me to believe they have 
spent a lot of time in the Midwest. I won’t tell you 
what the other cover is, but this album contains 
the best cover of “Thirsty And Miserable” I have 
ever heard. (SY) 

Mobcore Records, PO Box 5177, Wakefield, Rl 02880 

Th<! Assmen / The Mollies - split , 7” 

The Assmen do a nice 1982 hardcore bit that actu¬ 
ally sounds kind of fresh in this later part of the 
decade. I want you to read this though..... The 
Mollies song You’re Sick, “One night long ago I 
met this bitcV And stuck it in her hole. You’re 
sick X4. Out one night in my car I met this bitch 
and didn’t get far.” What the hell is that all about. 










didn’t get the satire or political or any fucking 

:omment on this song. Inform me. Write or call 
:hem for a defense on this one. (EA) 

Eeri i Records 2408 Peach St. Eerie PA 16502, (814) 
456-6852 

Asteroid B-612-AII New Hits, CD 

[ m pretty sure this is an Australian band. Full on 
•ocking with rockabilly undertones. This is beer- 
muzzlin’ cowboy-cut wearin pool-playin’ music. If I 
lad a motorcycle, I’d ride it to this and feel tough 
:ough tough. (DS) 

Lan ;e Rock Records 1223 College Dr. Nanamo BC 
Can 3da V9R 5Z5 

Astro-Logik 7” 

Mouthful, energetic, and nihilistic punk with a 
poppy edge. I lost their address. They should have 
printed it on the sleeve, but they didn’t. (GG) 

Atarin - no title, 7” 

Iwo slow, contemplative instrumental songs appear 
m this nicely packaged record. The music is in that 
/ein of midwest post-hardcore (if that means any¬ 
thing) that teeters on the brink of being really pow¬ 
erful, occasionally falling over that precipice to deliv¬ 
er a few pounding blows. This is good music. (SM) 
Sec etly Canadian Records, 1703 N. Maple St., 

Bloc mington, IN 47404 

The e Autobots - Two, 7” 

Cool poppy but not too poppy punk, till the shitty 
tiorns wreck the whole thing. (GG) 

Jerk Season Records 5 Hendrickson Place Fair Haven 
NJ 07704 

Autoclave - S/T, CD 

[n the early 90s we were treated with the band 
\uotclave. I really dug em the first time. If you 
weren’t into these girl rockers back then, I suggest 
fou pick it up. Slant 6 fans take note. Eleven 
:racks of pure melody with power. (EA) 

Disc hord Records 

Autumn Rising - The Corpse Visions of Our 
Patient, 7” 

Man, more experimental shit? I can’t take it any 
nore. This actually sounds like music most of the 
[ime and has really stupid arty lyrics: “deliver deli- 
:ious punishment with such eager lust.” The most 
prominent instrument is the guitar and they also 
use drums and bass but they throw in weird noises 
md vocal effects. Man, definitely not my cup of 
:ea. (KB) 

Bra; s Ass Recordings 2531 Dixie Hwy #202 Ft. 
Mitchell, KY 41017 


Avi >o' Hara - Mature and Unsatisfied, 7” 

Ouch. Alternative to the core. Ends with a nice 
:over of Prince’s “Raspberry Beret.” If you like 
chat sorta thing. (EA) 

VitU Cog PO Box 270 Kendall Park, NJ 08824 

Bal tie of Disarm - Sons Of War, LP 

I always want to cut this band some slack, as in 
[apan it’s not like Vegetarianism and politics are 
things people openly discuss. They do heaps for 
their scene, support D.I.Y. Local and international¬ 
ly touring bands, and really make a concerted 
effort to bring some of the real rudimentary D.I.Y. 
politics and ideals We take for granted here to 
fapan. Problem is, by the third song of any of 
their records I’m completely asleep! Maybe their 
music intentionally is ponderous, with serious tone 
ind weight but in doing so it lacks any urgency, 
md the raw passion for music that makes the best 
if Japanese bands music so memorable. This is a 
European compilation LP of their best from vari¬ 
ous splits, out of print EP s , to coincide with an 
European tour. It leans heavy on the DIS- core end 
of things with growled and gruff vocals and churn¬ 
ing mid-tempo guitar-driven hardcore and a pretty 
solid listen throughout. (KS) 

$1S to MDC, Apartado 274, 2735 CACEN, PORTUGAL 

BeyNon-s/t, 7" 

Oh dear. Really, really horrible hardcore with 
ibsolutely insanely bad novelty vocals. I can’t stand 
this any more! (DS) 

Big 5- LP 

1 hate the British. (GG) 

Tripl 5 X 

Black Army Jacket / Noothgrush, Split 7” 

It is very necessarily that you own this record. 
Moothgrush deliver the most painfully slow deadly 
tune that will make you hate mankind. 

Moothgrush are one of the slowest in the biz and I 
ove ‘em for it. Black Army Jacket varies in speed 
md vocal technique. Plus they have two bass play¬ 
ers, so the bottom end is forever. The second tune 
m the Black Army Jacket is the most personal 
dirge I have ever heard. (SY) 

Fret with Monkeybite Magazine, PO BOX 790366 
Mid lie Village, NY 11379 

Bomb Bassets - Take a trip with, CD 

Very formulated. Could easily fit between a 
Fifteen and a later Mr. T Experience record. 

‘Total Destruction of my Mind (track 2)” was a 
little to Alternative (in the radio sense). Lookout 
lost me after about release 100, though I was hop¬ 
ing that they could win me over. The Bomb 


€ric Action (€A), Dan Sinker 
(DS), Grej Garttand (GG), Kim 
Bae (KB), Ken Sanderson (KS), 
Marie Davenport (MD), Mark 
Hanford (MH), Nate (DiUon 
(Nil)), The Old Man (TOM), 
Patti Kim (PK), Scott MacDonalc 
(SM), Scott lahtxee (S|) 

Bassets have an 80s pop feel, while being 

raised on lookout. You get family roots in 
Brent’s TV and ex-members of MTX. Did 
they win me over? Not quite, but they are 
getting better. Shit, this stuff could fit on 
the radio along with the Foo Fighters. (EA) 
Loo cout! Records 

Bol ch - The Unifying Themes of Sex, 

De; ith, and Religion, CD 

Man, this guy is pissed off about something 
n his life! Really angry lyrics, surrounded by 
really heavy HC, and a double pedal on the 
drum kit that keeps on driving the music in 
pour face. As someone pointed out to me 
prior to my listen, their cover of O Fortuna, 
is pretty interesting and pretty good. This is 
lot music to bounce your head to, it’s really 
[here for those needing those mayhem induc- 
ng moments. (TOM) 

Excursion, P0 Box 20224, Seattle, WA 98102 

Bo) car Satan/Chapstick - Split, 7” 

This record was so warped I could not get a 
proper listen. From what I gathered both/ 
lands played very weird fuzzed out rock 
with like slide guitars and harmonicas, 
weird shit. (NW) 

Spesd Records 719 W. Hollywood San Antonio, 
TX 18212 

Bol ch - Liqoured up and laid, 7” 

Rorschach would be real proud. Nothing 
new, but a good chug, chug metal heavy, 
ihrapnel in your arse song writing that makes 
pour remembrance bleed. Good to play to 
[he neighbors little daughter. The front 
:over looks like an emo record while the 
lack looks like a Victory record, who would 
lave thunked. (EA) 

PO tox 5781 Huntington Beach CA 92615 


Bran 


Disc hi 


ich Manager - Anything Tribal, CD 

All over the place. Former Beefeater gives us 
this, Branch Manager. It goes from Beefeater 
to Rollins style guitars to balladesque to 
Living Color metal riffs. I ma not sure what 
to say. It made me pull out my Beefeater LR 
Gotta say this one was a disappointment. I 
im not sure whose age is showing here, but 
bis feels real mature. (EA) 
ord Records 
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"Sri tface - Attention Deficit Disorder, Lt> 

Old sounding heavy punk/HC with gruff 
(sometimes gruff and screamy) vocals that 
reminds me at times of a slower, heavier Fear. 
The lyrics are pretty hard to interpret but no 
mistake about it, there are a lot of songs 
about killing people (so maybe I should try 
to give a nice review) but some of the other 
songs could border on offensive if I knew 
which way to interpret them. The artwork is 
pretty juvenile and the drawing on the insert 
of a kid blowing a Suburbia-style lougie into 
some food at a high school cafeteria cracked 
me up because its obvious someone spent a 
lot of time on creating it (in full color no 
less!) and Bratface deemed it cool enough to 
be on the middle page. I find the music too 
abrasive and kind of annoying. (KB) 

Fan Attic Records or Reprobate Records no 
adc ress 

Tho Broadway - Big City, CD 

Very apparently JAWBREAKER-FIFTEEN 
influenced melodic punk, from Chicago with 
a bit of Southern California-Sheen creeping 
up point to point. Gravely vocals, Big emo- 
guitar chords. The outsider punker drama of 
the big city, ruined relationships, the sub¬ 
urbs, and strip malls. Four songs and a slow¬ 
er hidden song and a cool environmental 
tract on the back cover.(KS) 

Asi< n Man Records, PO Box 355855, Monte 
Ser jno, CA 955030-5585 

Th« s Broadways - Big City, CDEP 

Upbeat, poppy punk with pretty cool lyrics 
about the environment and love. Reminds 
me of Fifteen. Vocals sound like a cross 
between that band and Propagandhi ... of 
course, this band does have more than one 
singer. Only four songs here, but this is pret¬ 
ty good stuff. (SM) 

Asi« n Man Records, PO Box 35585, Monte 
Ser jno, CA 95030 

Bu ning Dog - Psycho Babble Ology, 

7”< ip 

This ain’t gonna make you forget any of the 
great hardcore bands, but it’s not bad either. 
Six songs of HC anger, mostly directed at 
other people. (TOM) 

The Edge, PO Box 7111, Oxnard, CA 93031 


Chigliaks - Good Good-Byes +3, T 

This is kind of an interesting record. Its kinda 
power poppy, kinda punky, and kinda indie rock. 
Actually, at times it reminds me of Superchunk at 
their rockingest. That is something that more 
bands should be able to do - mix pop and punk 
sensibilities together. For fans of this kind of stuff, 
this is a definite buy. Get it. (MH) 

Offlime Records PO Box 220763 El Paso TX 79913 

Ch< >och - S/T, Tape 

This is a four song demo tape of mid-tempo 
popish punk with personal lyrics about relation¬ 
ships with people. OK lyrics, OK vocals, OK 
music, OK, OK, OK already! (TOM) 

Chcoch, 1874 Grange Rd, Charleroi, PA 15022 

Ch opper - Did You Hear That?, CD 

From what I can tell, this is a collection of this 
English bands various singles and compilation 
tracks. Some really great punk on the pop side 
here, in the vein of J Church or perhaps Snuff. 
Heavy wall of noise guitars, with nice melodic riffs 
and heavy bass. Drumming is right on too. Very 
enjoyable. (MH) 

Cra ikle Records P0 Box HP49 Leeds LS6 4XL UK 

Co dial/Galaxia - split, 7” 

An emo-shmeemo record, with dreamy landscapes 
on the cover, italic lettering, and heartfelt lyrics. 
Cordial play a melodic straight-forward rockin’ 
song, reminding me a bit of Rites of Spring, 
although I’m not sure exactly why. Galaxian play a 
melodic piece with some distraught vocals in places 
and meandering music; a good song but not as 
swell as Cordial. Both bands could use better 
recording quality, but this is a good record. (SM) 
Trar quillity Base, PO Box 120191, San Antonio, TX 
78^12, or P0 Box 184, Bryn Mawr, PA 19010 

Th4 Crabs-What Were Flames Now Smolder, 
LP 

This is a wonderful album. Filled with minimalist 
rockers and beautiful acoustic ballads. The Crabs’ 
new album fulfills the promise that their first 
album, Brainwashed, hinted at. Truly a talented, 
versatile, excellent band. They’re one to watch. The 
album has cover art by the equally talented Adrian 
Tomine (Optic Nerve comics), which mirror the 
album’s themes of loneliness & love perfectly. (DS) 
; Records Box 7154 Olympia, WA 98507 


“Bui my Foot Charm-s/t, 

Yeah!! Slow, loud-as-shit guitars churning out sonic 
waves so deadly that you can barely hear the vocals 
under ’em. The guy’s screaming his heart out to be 
heard though, and it works fucking great. Classic 
hardcore sound slowed down for the ‘90s. This is a 
debut single, and I want more more more. (DS) 
Punk In My Vitamis PO Box 2283 Olympia, WA 98507 

Bu - tercup - In Hand And Underfoot, 7” 

I have to say that I’m much more into Greg 
Knowles’ zines than his musical offerings. Not to 
say that this 7” is without merit at all. Just not my 
cup o’ tea—screamo hardcore, that is. At least the 
lyrics here are a redeeming factor. Intelligence and 
sincerity make this record tolerable. I kinda dig 
the “Tutti Frutti” song the best. Two thumbs up 
for real sassy packaging tho’. It’s nice to see some 
bands going against the status quo of what all their 
friends’ records look like. I’m sick of this doom ‘n’ 
gloom, earthytone aesthetic which is so prevalent 
in the packaging of hard-core records. Boring! 
Unoriginal! Looks like all the records you bought 
last year! Sound the same too! Hot damn, I’m 
good at wasting space. (PK) 

$3 Dpd.; PO Box 680, Conneaut Lake PA, 16316- 
06$ 0 

By Any Measure - One Word Dictionary, 7” 

Screaming heavy hardcore with mean guitars and 
the whole works. Something about this just doesn’t 
seem to set it apart form many other bands, making 
the word ‘generic’ pop into my head. Still, it’s good 
music, and the full color cover is pretty nice. (SM) 
Certrifuge Records, 3215 Ira Hill Rd., Cato, NY 
13( 33-9742 

Ce< lar of Lebanon-sA, 7” 

Tempo changes, crescendos, quiet parts, loud parts, 
singer sings, singer screams. Have you heard this all 
before? Yes you have. Is this any different? No it 
isn’t. Is that bad? Sort. of. I mean let’s face it. How 
many bands—honestly—do we need that sound 
like this? I mean this isn’t bad by any means, but 
I’ve just heard so many fucking records that sound 
like this that it’s becoming harder & harder for me 
to hear new ones. It’s obvious that this band has a 
lot of talent. Why do they choose to just do the 
same old “emo” thing? Is this what punk has 
become at this point? A game of follow the leader? 
Someone save us from ourselves. (DS) 

Act Vour Age 3244 Locke Ln. Houston TX 77019 
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'Culi - Mauler, CD 

Sixteen songs from comps, singles, after school ses¬ 
sions and a hidden track (yes, I listen to the whole 
ching). Cub rub me the right way, beautiful 
melodies with great guitar licks. Some of these songs 
were recorded as far back as 1992, so you get a more 
raw Cub, less polished in their ways. This band has¬ 
n't hit their peak yet, so get on the bandwagon. (EA) 
Au Go Go GPO Box 542D Melbourne, VIC. 3001 
Aus ralia 

Cuisive-sA, 7” 

The climax on the first song of this 7” is fucking 
iwesome! A crescendo of vocals & guitar breaking 
down to nothing more than a single guitar and a 
Tiuffled vocal, its really nicely done. The rest of 
:he record follows suit, using dramatic tempo & 
volume changes to great effect. This is gonna be a 
Dand to watch. (DS) 

ITU Records PO Box 648 New York, NY 10011 
Sad die Creek Records 7640 Fairfax Ave. Lincoln NE 
68E05 

fiad - Rise and Fall, CD 

won’t use nay other band names in this review. 
That aside, you get a lot of movie sound clips (or 
rhe sound of them) with deep, dark metal sounds 
Dehind it. Then in an almost apocalyptic manner 
pou get the big Chug, and there it goes a heavy 
prank release. Almost all the songs follow this pat- 
:ern. If you dig the evil side, enjoy. (EA) 

Prarjk PO Box 410892 San Francisco, CA 94141 


s Of..., LP 

This was a short-lived band from 1986-1987 
North Carolina, who inhabited that same fringe as 
[he best of post-punk bands of that day (HUSKER 
DU, RIGHTS OF SPRING, DIE KREUZEN, 
DINOSAUR.etc) in still retaining a rough punk 
rock edge through introspective, moody thought- 
pop. With (ahem! occassionally off-time and 
cey)Cigarette smoked-out vocals and guitar noise 
melody. This Eleven song LP is comprised of 
Demos and medium-sound quality Live material 
ill that has fared pretty well with time. These ret¬ 
rospectives of unknown bands always mean the 
nost to those around at the time, but fanatics of 
:he mid-eighties SST and DISCHORD scenes 
;hould peer into this one. (KS) 
m Records, P0 Box 1745, Greensboro, NC 
i5 


Dei id 6oys Can’t Fly - Mio Fratello e un 

Tamarro, 7” 

Totally fuzzed out 4 chord punk rock that we 
would have called generic in 1983, but it actually 
is entertaining and sorta different in 1997. The 
guitars have this fuzzy, farty sound and the tinny 
mare is about the only thing you can hear on most 
of the songs. Has a Ramones feel to it, as well. 
Lyrics in both Italian and English. Fun. (MH) 
Heai/y Metal Productions Fomnenti Ale: C.se del 
Pop Dio 73 20038 Seregno (Ml) 

Deche Dans Face - Kids Rockin’, CD 

The French interpretation of the Jon Spencer Blues 
Explosion. This Two-piece lays down basic grooves 
with Lux Interior vocals screamed over the top. 
Unfortunately this record misses all the points that 
their influences hit dead on. There’s no energy and 
can’t take it seriously. I don’t understand why 
bands keep regurgitating and diluting this sound, 
til it resembles nothing but a bunch of crappy 
noise. (SY) 

Vicious Circle, BP 21/F-33151 Cenon Cedex 

Th<| Defectives - Hey Kids, 7” 

Queersified punk circa now. Been there, done that, 
but mostly palatable. (GG) 

Chinese Bob PO Box 500233 San Antonio, TX 78280 

Dick Army - Helmet Party, LP 

Hm, in the newsletter I got from this band, they 
describe themselves as a punk band but I’d say that 
probably describes their ethics more than the 
music. The songs are all mid-tempo rock, kind of 
ilternative sounding like a less funky Red Hot 
Chili Peppers at times. The vocals even remind me 
Df singalong RHCP sometimes. Most of the songs 
ire pretty simple (3-4 chords) with good musician- 
ship and production, energy, and silly lyrics but it’s 
just too slow for me. (KB) 

Pad Jed Cell Records PO Box 4710 Arlington, VA 
22204 
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id Boys Can’t Fly - 7” 

Terrible “punk.” It pains me to use the term on 
[hese saps. (GG) 
ewhere in Italy. 
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estore Halos - S/T, CD 

Snotty vocals ala Social Distortion. Nice stuff, too 
bad that the production is just a wee bit thin. The 
point to this band? Do all bands need to have a 
statement or reason. They want to have fun, girls, 
booze and the whole lot. A little tiresome in a 
genre that is full with a million bands that are as 
good as the Dimestore Haloes. The vocals make 
this a hair above the rest. (EA) 

Records P0 Box 183, Franklin Oak, IL 60131 


the Disenchanted - the Other White 

Traph, 7” 

expected crusty stuff to come off this platter, 
Dut I was gready mistaken. Straight up punk 
rock with a street sense and a sound that 
reminds me of non-Ska Operation Ivy. Due to 
the catchy choruses and lyrics, I can guarantee 
you’ll replay each side more then once before 
flipping over to the other side. The only rea¬ 
son I though it was crusty was because of its 
graphics and song dtles. That only shows what 
m ignorant bastard I am. I endorse the con¬ 
sumption of this product. (SY) 

\ Young, & Poor, 140 North Prince Street, 
:aster, PA 17603 
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Disenchanted/The Twenty TWo’s -Split, 7” 

3 melodic, raw, punk rock anthems that kept 
me rockin through out the listening of this 
/inyl. These guys do the pop punk thing well, 
:ause there lyrics seem sincere and they have a 
:ertain rawness to them. The Twenty Two’s 
surprised me playing some good melodic 
Hardcore that almost never slows down. Both 
Hands write good lyrics and have great record- 
ngs on this vinyl. 3 songs each!! (NW) 

Mot ler Box Records 

Div sia - Wifebeater, CD 

Full-on raging crusty hardcore with female 
vocals. Super-fuzzed out guitars and bass 
rage along at breakneck speeds, while the 
lingers screams and growls complement the 
music perfectly. There are a couple of silly 
Satanic songs on here, but most of the songs 
lave political lyrics about how fucked up 
lumans are. Great release. (MH) 

Pes simiser / Theologian PO Box 1070 Hermosa 
Bea :h CA 90254 
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Drags - Stop Rock and Roll, CD 

Oh yeah, the Drags got a great male/female 
locals that always work in the garage world. 
Often sounding a lot like the Rip Offs 
stripped down. I don’t know I have a hard 
[ime with releases like this that sound so great 
Dut any review sounds too typical. One of the 
nest of the year, for sure. With a killer version 
nf Rolling Stones “Satisfaction”, though it 
;ounds more like the DEVO cover. (EA) 
is Recordings 
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Dri yfus - Garbage bay, V 

Pop punk in the vein Rhythm Collision, 
mixed with some Screeching Weasel. Happy, 
melodic and upbeat, this is your basic poppy 
record. Not bad, not incredible, just a good 
solid record. (SM) 

Jiffy Pop Records, PO Box 110361, Cleveland, 

OH 44111, or Pig Dog Records, PO Box 43, Hull 
HU . 1AA England 

Dropkick Murphys ■ Boys on the Docks, 
LP 

6 songs from this street-punk and sort of oi- 
sounding skinhead-attracting (this is an edu¬ 
cated guess) band that sings about drinking, 
fighting, and being with the boys. Um, I have 
to say that tfyere is something about the whole 
skinhead mentality that really repulses me 
even though 2 of the songs on here are catchy 
as hell. The fact that 3 of the 6 songs are also 
available on their 4 song 7” “Fire and 
Brimstone” is not mentioned anywhere on 
this CD which I find pretty strange. A fuck- 
load of people seem to love this band but 
sorry, I can’t get past the bonehead lyrics. (KB) 
Cyc one Records 24 Pheasant Run Merrimack, 

NH 03054 

Du n Dum Boys-X-Perimental Zebra 
Ph >nic, CD 

Rave On! Lo-fi French dance music that’s 
even more annoying than it sounds like it 
would be. (DS) 

Vicbus Circle BP 21/F-33151 Cenon Cedex 

Du Tibbell - No Action Man, CD 

Nondescript, melodic, mid-tempo rock. I 
don’t really know what to say about music 
like this. Sort of fuzzy indie rock sounding 
guitars, excellent strong rough-around-the- 
edges sung vocals and good production. The 
packaging was very minimal (a thick paper 
sleeve for the CD). Sorry about the lackluster 
description but this is the best I can do for a 
CD that sounds like absolutely nothing I lis¬ 
ten to. Plus, why bother going on and on 
about it if there isn’t a goddamn address any¬ 
where? (KB) 

Nur ibnut Records no address 

Dy lamite Boy - Hell is Other People, LP 

More power-pop-punk in the vein of bands 
associated with Dr. Strange and Fat Records. 
This band, however, managed some songs so 
catchy that they’re among this genre’s elite: 
they can do it right. No lyrics, and the CD 


hints at moronitude by going to track 69, but 

there’s some funny cover songs to make up for it. 

An enjoyable listen, indeed. (SM) 

me Records, PO Box 220763, El Paso, TX 77913 


Offti 


Egon/ExImpetus-split, 7” 

There are hundreds of emo bands out there right 
now. These are two of them. (DS) 
no i iddress given 

Erv imy Soil - Live At Fiesta Grande #5 Flexi 

Enemy Soil play fast caustic hardcore. This release 
isn’t necessarily for those who haven’t heard Enemy 
Soil, just a good supplement for the dedicated fan. 
It’s actually good quality for a Flexi AND a live 
show. You even get a Minor Threat cover. 

Personally I think Flexi-Discs only belong in maga¬ 
zines and cereal boxes. (SY) 

Clei in Plate Records, PO Box 709, Hampshire College, 
Amherst, MA 01002 

Th< Enkindels - Who Here Wants to Fight?, 

7” 

Very solid melodic punk rock with thick guitars 
and bass, tight drumming, and enjoyably gruff 
vocals. These guys actually kind of remind me of 
Bullet LaVolta on their first couple of releases and 
bands like that. Actually, this kinda felt like a blast 
from 1988, which was cool in its own special way. 

I dig this seven. (MH) 

Stri ggle 130 Stobe Ave Shaolin NY 10306 

Evcil - Lucky Man, LP 

Very metal-influenced heavy music. I wouldn’t say 
hardcore, because it seems like it draws little from 
hardcore bands. The vocals are really what ruin it 
— they’re yelled from the gut but sounding cheesy. 
Other than that, the music is pretty interesting — 
but not something I would recommend. (SM) 
Foresight Records, PO Box 650, Madison, Wl 53701 

Facet - Playing Second, CD 

A High-octane retarded version of M.I.A. mixed 
with Operation Ivy and Crimpshrine, largely gener¬ 
ic punk for a generic audience with generic tastes in 
a generic scene. Posuers, ska-punk, snotty vocals, 
speedy basic hardcore pop songs you’ve heard a mil¬ 
lion times before and want to hear again and again. 
There’s pep, there’s energy, there some occasionally 
pretty cool moody moments to this CD (“Problem 
with it”, “I Guess...”), and more than enough goofy 
cartoon-core ones (Like the GRIM REAPER outro) 
but nothing escapes the fact that it’s generic punk 
for a generic audience with generic tastes in a 
generic scene. Are We having fun Yet? Are bored 
out of our fucking skull yet? (KS) 

Dill Records 


i* /MV wanna be *hib!! 


Til lures - Misanthropy, Demo Tape 

I guess these guys wanna be pogo punk or oi, or 
something. Nothing ground breaking. (NW) 

Wal <er Hunter 492 Mom St. Rummey, NH 02266 

Tho Filth F.C. - Stay in Bed/ Die Happy 

Around San Francisco they have these huge New 
Wave dance parties, where they feature the “Best” 
of HAIRCUT 100 one week, ADAM AND THE 
ANTS the next, Then the GO-GO’s the next, then 
THE SMITHS. Culture is so pathetic right now, 
with such a lack of any new ideas and anyone try¬ 
ing to make new ideas, the windows of Nostalgia 
are drawn really short. This is ‘77 punk nostalgia, 
another window drawn short and a stake to the 
heart of “Punk Rock” as a cultural Critique and 
response. Chances are when you, like The FILTH 
F.C.’s cover, put a little cutesy kid on the cover in a 
bobbie hat you’re not trying to piss anyone off.’ 

Two really well done songs of pop,upbeat sing-a- 
long ‘77 punk with an occasionally “Oi Oi Oi” 
thrown in, to dance around and drink beer to after 
your day job. (KS) 

1,2 3,4, Records, PO Box 199, Deal, KENT CT14 
7GN, ENGLAND 

Flu Thirteen - Spincycle, CD 

This is absolutely horrible!! A cross between The 
Unsane, Smashing Pumpkins, and Nirvana. I mean 
Fuck send some actual punk or hardcore to this 
fucking zine, fuck this MTV wanna be shit!! (NW) 
17V Records PO Box 648 NY, NY 10011 

Flu Thirteen-s/t, 7” 

Dynamic volume & tempo changes and coupled 
with wonderfully distorted vocals make this two 
song seven inch go down smooth. I’d like to hear 
more from these guys. Oh yeah, this was recorded 
by Steve Albini, although you’d never know it 
‘cause it doesn’t sound that great. (DS) 

Foityseven Ronin/Whlppersnapper, split 7” 

Fortyseven Ronin song: light sounding emo rock 
with horribly off-key emo vocals. The free floating 
bass parts were cool though. Whippersnapper song: 
pop-punk with not-so-great-production, could be 
placed over the top if I had some lyrics to look at 
but no such luck. Plus the intro was way too long. 
Catchy with pretty nice, mature sounding vocals 
but a bit too mild for my tastes. (KB) 
bumME records 128 Clarin Way Peachtree City, GA 
30: 69-3437 




















TRi Poste, V - 

Catchy pop punk with male and female vocals. 

The Fosters may not be innovative, but they are 
/ery catchy and do their distortion laden pop punk 
/erywell. (MD) 

Records #22 PO Box 460692, Escondido, CA 




TTa I Mary - Glorious Morning, 7” 

Hail Mary delivers intense hardcore like a 
Born Against wet dream. Intelligent lyrics, 
blazing guitars, and yelping vocals are brought 
ibout with accuracy. They’re from Albany, and 
from my experience that’s a pretty depressing 
:apitol city. This record is a good chaotic lis¬ 
ten full of frustration and anger. (SY) 
k, PO Box 410892, San Francisco, CA 
41 
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Foi r Rose Society - Blueprints to Destroy 
the Universe, CD 

Boy does this have a wide range of influences. This 
*oes from straight up punk rock to old school 
lardcore to emo. And the range of the lyrics go 
from emotional to personal to political. In general, 
t’s mostly midtempo kind of Fugazi sounding but 
ike I said, the influences are all over the place. It’s 
produced and done well. There are 2 unidentified 
:overs on here (it’s pretty lame when bands do 
punk covers and don’t give credit to the original 
sand), 1 of which is a horribly disfigured version 
sf Screeching Weasel’s “Supermarket Fantasy”. 

Pass. (KB) 

Whi ehouse Records PO Box 906183 Louisville, KY 
40209 

Frenzal Rhomb - Not So Tough Now, LP 

Speedy NOFX-style punk done Australian style. 
Good, tuneful songs with nice changes make up 
the 18 songs on this CD — thankfully they aren’t 
that long. Also, over thirty “secret tracks” end this 
CD, putting Frenzal Rhomb firmly in the lead in 
the race to kill that joke. (SM) 

Rubber Records, LLC., 633 Ocean Ave., Studio #21, 
San|ta Monica, CA 90402 

Galaxian-s/t, 7” 

\ varied release. A side: Layered vocals distorted 
dmost beyond recognition singing over slow, sim- 
}le song structures. B side: straightforward rocker 
that doesn’t have any of the beauty or subtlety of 
the A side. (DS) 

Trar quillity Base P0 Box 184 Bryn Mawr, PA 19010 

GBH - Punk Junkies, CD 

Wow GBH back at it after all these years, and as 
fou guessed it this is very overproduced. The 
drums sound triggered, like some metal dudes 
>oing way crazy on the kick (double kick). The 
guitar feels wicked metal also. 17 songs that might 
ppeal to the die hard GBH fans out there. (NW) 
Bite Records 


We 
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Gonads - Ol! Nutter, 7” 

Yup, it’s an OI! record, complete with lyrics about 
the glory of England, the crunching guitars, the 
*ang-of-big-guys backup vocals during choruses, 
md the prominent use of the word OI!. What 


makes this cool is that the Gonads were doing OI! 

way back in the late seventies; what makes this 
lame is that they’re still doing it. Oh well, it’s a lot 
setter than some band of teenagers from New 
fersey trying to sound like this. (SM) 

1224 Records, PO Box 199, Deal, Kent CT14, 7GN 

Grc ed - The Violence, EP 

DISCHARGE existed in an environment of a 
Nuclear Arms race between the United States and 
it’s NATO allies and the Soviet Union, with the 
rhetoric of the time, and Hardline conservatives in 
power in Washington D.C. and London, Nuclear 
mnihilation seemed probably, possible any minute, 
md “Strategic Maneuvers” and “Tactical 
Operations” (See Grenada, The Falkland Islands) 
were common to the day, War, drafts, armed con¬ 
flict for the members of industrialized nations 
>eemed like a real honest possibility and the music 
of bands like DISCHARGE, ANTISECT, CRUCI¬ 
FIX and many others responded in outrage to the 
environment and doing so captured the angst of 
that time. 15 years later, most of the governments / 
zorporations of the Industrialized world are too busy 
screwing working people out of health care and out¬ 
sourcing their labor to the “More cost-effective” 
third world countries (Where wars, indeed do still 
rage) while simultaneously destroying the environ¬ 
ment due to lack of costly environmental restric¬ 
tions in those countries against pesky things, like 
dear cutting the Amazon rain Forrest. So some hol¬ 
low DISCHARGE carbon-copy 7”, no matter how 
well it’s played or intentioned (and yes, in all fairness 
this red vinyl 9-song EP is played very well and 
seems well-intentioned) comes off as pretty hollow 
following a 15 year old tradition with stale, out of 
date ideas, an uninspired vanity item for crusty 
record collectors. Pick up a paper, get mad. (KS) 
DISTORTION RECORDS, Box 129, s-401 22 

Gothenburg, SWEDEN 

Grii ney Offensive Drunks, 7” 

The packaging is made from recycled beer packag¬ 
ing with a big stamp on it. 2 thumbs up for that. 
The music is incredibly sloppy sounding crappy 
punk (strangely, the music is pretty tight - it’s the 
vocals that make it sound really sloppy). Man, this 
is so crappy and has such crappy graphics that I 
would think this was awesome except for this song 
“The Milky White Way” which is a pretty offensive 
and degrading song about sex. (KB) 

Ban jwagon Records PO Box 44338 Tucson, AZ 
85733-4338 
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Harman - As Everything Fell Apart, LP 

I’ve been waiting a long time for this record 
to come out. About three years ago I thought 
Halfman was the best thing in the world. 
There were only 7 inches available and like a 
*ood fix, I always needed more. Now when I 
:ompletely don’t expect it, they put this out 
md catch me off guard. Completely raging, 
with the sounds of an ABC Diabolo night¬ 
mare. A menacing teamwork attack of guitar, 
vocals, bass and drums. Expect the best that 
Halfman have to offer when you hear this 
'ecord. (SY) 

Frar lework, PO BOX 599, ST James, New York 
11780 

Heavy Johnson Trio - Put Your Weight 
On It, LP 

Boo! Noisy tribal drumming! Heavy guit 
:hurn! Scary Vox! Play at your next 
Halloween costume party, the one where you 
blindfold people, stick their hand in a bowl 
af Chef Boyardee spaghetti and tell them 
chat it’s a bowl of worms. (This is cool shit 
ictually.) (GG) 

Can jy Ass Records PO Box 42382 Portland, OR 
972 42 

Hei ;kle-The Complicated Futility of 
Ign trance, LP 

Overproduced, metal-tinged hardcore. Is that 
pour bag? If it is, you’ll like this a lot. It ain’t 
mine though. (DS) 

Hopeless PO Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA 91409- 
74£ 5 

Hi- Standard - Angry Fist, CD 

The second full length on Fat from these 
fapanese melodic punkers. Slick production 
an this, along with some very nifty melodic 
guitar leads and solid bass and drums. The 
sound is a bit more pop punk and less 
melodic hardcore than many Fat releases, 
which is a welcome change. A couple of very 
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cool cover tunes on this as well. Not essen¬ 

tial, but worth your time if you like melodic 
hardcore and have a few extra bucks. (MH) 
Fat Wreck Chords PO Box 193690 San 
Francisco CA 94119 

Hi- Standard - angry fist, CD 

And you thought that Fat Wreck Chords band 
had to be from CA! These Japanese punksters 
prove that power punk knows no boundaries. 
“Angry Fist,” which included a cover of the 
Who’s “The Kids are Alright,” is a must for 
fans of Fat Wreck Chords. And don’t worry 
about not understanding the lyrics, kids, 
they’re all in English, which is good or bad- 
depending on who’s listening. (MD) 

FAT WRECK CHORDS 

His Hero Is Gone-15 Counts Of Arson, CD 

This summer when I was in California, His 
Hero Is Gone played a great show in 
Michigan. I got pretty depressed that I had 
missed it. The night I got back home to 
Michigan, his Hero Is Gone was in 
California. Just my fucking luck. If you 
haven’t heard this band or this album , you 
are missing a lot. Ex-Copout members play¬ 
ing the heaviest tunes around. Detuned gui¬ 
tars, gruff vocals, and misery lyrics define the 
sound. With the CD you get their first 7” as 
an added bonus. It is just intense. (SY) 

Pra lk, PO Box 410892, San Francisco, CA 
94: .41-0892 

Ho nomilitia-Twoje Cialo - Twoj Wybor, LP 

Man, this kicks ass in every possible way. 

This is fast, charged, thrashy punk with dou¬ 
ble bass drum at times. There are awesome 
female and male vocals mixed together, not 
of the dog-barking variety, just fukking tuff. 
The lyrics are translated into English and are 
totally awesome, all politics. This just (hate 
to use this word) rages constantly, going from 
intensely fast pounding bass drum and 
chanted choruses to tense breakdown parts to 
edgy sounding slower bridges to crazy fast 
old school 3 chord hardcore. These folks are 
incredible songwriters. The production on 
this is fucking great too. This is just so heavy 
and awesome I can’t believe I got this for 
review. Plus it got sent on 12” vinyl (like the 
other two NNNW releases I also got) which 
nobody does (except for cool labels like 
Probe Records). (KB) 

Nik Nic Nie Wie PO Box 53 34-400 Nowy Targ 
Poliind 


Hovercraft - Akathisia, CD 

Noise. Space-y type noise. Band members’ names 
are Campbell 2000, Sadie 7, and 3-30. That 
enough information for you? It should be. Very 
creative packaging with lots of silver and black and 
a neat little booklet combining bits of music, sci¬ 
ence, and psychology but sorry folks, that doesn’t 
make up for the “music”. (KB) 

47^2 42nd Ave. SW #616 Seattle, WA 98116 

Fiirm - So Your Kids Won’t Have to, LP 

HC punk from PA. I bet a lot of people love it. 
Typical anti-nazi lyrics, socialist graphics. Pretty 
professional and worth putting to disc. (Believe 
me, that is a high compliment considering the 
awful nature of 95% of the stuff I review these 
days.) (GG) 

Cre ;p Suite 220 252 E. Market St. West Chester, PA 
19381 

Int sgrity - Taste of Every Sin, LP 

Oooh, an introduction courtesy of Lemmy from 
Motorhead. My roommate Paul doesn’t like this 
album and thinks “Humanity is the Devil” is the 
shit but I must disagree with him. First of all, 
“Taste” has way more songs on it and secondly, 
there is more diversity between the songs whereas a 
lot of the songs on “Humanity” kind of sound the 
same. (Maybe this is because “Taste” is a mix of 
previously released and new stuff.) One actually 
sounds kind of like a hardcore song. I don’t know 
if Dwid intentionally throws in these Lemmy- 
influenced out-of-tune vocal stylings here and 
there but they sound pretty bad. Stick with the evil 
metal yell, please. For anybody who may still think 
Integrity is a hardcore band, they are straight up 
death metal, including lyrical content (which they 
thankfully left out of the insert). The packaging is 
pretty minimal but aptly evil looking and only in 
this way is this inferior to “Humanity” (and the 
Lemmy wannabe vocals). (KB) 

Hoi ;' Terror Church of Final Judgment PO Box 770213 
Lak;wood, OH 44107 

Iron Boss - Ages of Gasoline, CD 

Mix some grunge with some pop punk and you’ve 
got Iron Boss. Vocally sounds like Danzig taking a 
shit!! Overproduced? Yes, 12 tracks! (NW) 

V&\ Productions 

Iroi ly of Lightfoot - Dance of the IBEX, 7” 

First off this band has one the WORST band 
names ever. One of those obscure pretentious 
“adjective-conjunction-noun” Or “Noun conjunc¬ 
tion-noun” names that’s supposed to contain some* 
hidden inspiration or idea, but actually I guess just 
sounds cool, like it means something. What’s the 


irony? That GORDON LIGHTFOOT actually 

influenced more emotional-complex hardcore 
bands than you’d imagine? What’s the meaning? 

The idea? Don’t get it, Don’t think anyone’s sup¬ 
posed to get it, so it’s just more stupidity. I expect¬ 
ed on that, (as much as I still expect the members 
of this band to look like backpacked Romulans 
with big under-the-chin vegan beards in gas station 
jackets) this record to blow huge chunks, but 
WAY WRONG! Four songs of spastic and power¬ 
ful complex emo-hardcore, like a Jazzed out, more 
dynamic FUEL or more Clunky, less hardcore 
UNIVERSAL ORDER OF ARMAGHEDDON. 
Lyrically along the U.O.A. route of poetry / stories 
open to your interpretation.(KS) 

WR ECKAGE, PO Box 263, New York, NY. 10012 

Iro iy of Lightfoot - Ibex As Lord And Savior, 

7” 

A full listening experience. There is so much going 
on as Irony Of Lightfoot deliver Merel influenced 
tunage. Such complexity in song writing always 
interests my ear. The lyrics are screamed out so 
straight-forward yet slightly poetic, delivered by a 
singer with the utmost of confidence. The dual 
guitar attack is melodic and fills up its allocated 
space. The rhythm section is tight and strong. This 
record was recorded at Don Fury’s, so you know 
that it also sounds great. (SY) 

Wreck-Age, PO BOX 263, New York, NY 10012 

Irwin, CD 

This CD really made me irritable, something 
about the vocals perhaps, I’m not quite sure as the 
‘music’ was pretty bad as well, but maybe it will 
have a better affect on you. Oh, they play rock, 
maybe a cross between live and some other super 
cheesy alterna rock conglomerate. (MD) 

Sin Klub PO Box 2507, Toledo, OH 43606 

Jac k Acid - SyT, CD 

I loved the Jack Acid 7” on Lookout that came out 
years ago. Surprised to see this stuff re-released. 
Blatz fans that never heard Jack Acid should pick 
this up. Sixteen recorded tracks and a live set from 
Gilman, you get it all and for only $5, wow. I will 
admit I don’t listen to too much of this style of 
music anymore, but thanks to Jack Acid I pulled 
out so many of greats from long past. Highly sug¬ 
gested. (EA) 

New Disorder Records 445 14th St. San Francisco, CA 
94: 03 















lac kbeat -10” 

Dirgy screaming punk a la the Dazzling Killmen of 
i few years ago when that label used to have 
:omics with the records, where they would battle 
Dver who sucked more — the comics or the 
records. Lame packaging thrown in for good mea¬ 
sure. (GG) 

Gre; slate 30 Valley Park Road Dublin 11, Eire 

Japanese Elephants - Bobs Bacon Barn, CD 

These guys are fucking talented. They play a cross 
r>f Indian music mixed with folk/bluegrass/ 
polka/etc... Its a brutal mess, but works great. 
Humorous lyrics keep you laughing all the way 
rhrough this 1 hour disk. Highly 
recommenced. (NW) 

Sec etly Canadian Records 1703 N. Maple St. 

Bloomington, IN 47404 

Jasta 14 - no title, 7” 

Stomping hardcore with electronically distorted 
vocals. It sounds mean, but its kinda cheesy. The 
>ongs aren’t particularly original; which, when cou¬ 
pled with low recording quality, makes this a bad 
record. (SM) 

Cen :rifuge Records, 3215 Ira Hill Rd., Cato, NY 
13C 33-9742 

Jer »ey - No Turning Back, LP 

Oh boy, I bet this band is going to be huge. They 
Hay ska-punk with no horns (no, NOT like 
Operation Ivy) and have these cheesy generic 
reenage rebellion type lyrics. They have a lot of 
rnergy and the production is pretty good but come 
Dn, this seems like a band a major label would put 
Together to appeal to all the mall punks. Features 
members of Grade and Believe, 2 hardcore bands 
I’m unfamiliar with. If you think every ska-core 
?and sounds like Op Ivy and you like them all, 
this is for you. (KB) 

Pag} Music Distribution 20 Railside Rd. North York, 

Onti irio M3A 1A3 

Jihad - New Testament, 7” 

Three songs. “The First Stone” reminds me a lot 
}f “Bad Penny” off of Big Black’s “Songs about 
Fucking”-spoken over quiet parts that explode 
nto noisy downbeat thrashing with Jihad’s trade- 
nark vocal scratch. I think their point of “You 
want me to be a rock star -okay I’ll be a rock star 
‘ is ridiculous when you’re outside of the 
Kalamazoo scene-“Yeah dude, so then I turned 
iround and Mick Jagger, Rod Stewart and the 
singer of JIHAD were all doing lines together in 
-his limo” ... UM....UH...the ever-popular punk 
ock subject of “Talking shit” is one thing, but 
:hat’s silly , this point would’ve been more effec- 


I had bo pub $3 worth oj chan|e 


on bhu record bo make ib play 


dvely conveyed if they straight off sounded like 

POISON or CRUE, sort of like HALF OFF’s 
final blast-a “Shoot guns, Eat Pussy” theorem part 
2. The other side tackles shrugging off white guilt 
ind the priorities of education, all chugged in 
scalding hardcore gulps. (KS) 

Maloto Recordings, PO Box 50403, Kalamazoo, Ml 
49C05 

Jihiid - Old Testament, CD 

If you like Jihad, then you already own this, if not, 
why bother? Evil, metal, bastard step-child of the 
Maggio hardcore of yesterdays. You know what to 
expect. (EA) 

Mai oto Recordings PO Box 50403 Kalamazoo, Ml 
49C05 

Jimmy Eat World/Jejune-Split 7” 

Both bands come out swinging in the battle of the 
f-names. Who’s victorious? That depends on which 
band you like more. I’m naturally inclined to like 
fejune more than Jimmy, but Jimmy’s second song, 
i strange ballad, almost wins me over. It’s Jejune by 
i hair. (DS) 

Big Wheel Recreation 325 Huntington Ave. #24 
Bos :on, MA 02115 

Joe Happy - Redneck, 7” 

This band is all over the place. A-side sounds like 
i funky Primus while the B-side goes from a Red 
Hot Chili Peppers style song “Doc Severinsen” to a 
typical punked up theme song of the Jeffersons. I 
:an’t understand it, and that is their charm. (EA) 
P0 fox 34395 Chicago, IL 60634 

Joi gh Dawn Baker/Vade - Split, LP 

Here’s my dilemma, is it emo bordering on HC or 
HC bordering on emo? Ah, I guess it really doesn’t 
make a difference. Let’s keep it our secret, but I 
really liked the Vade side a lot. The first song starts 
out and ends with the vocalist talking in a sad, 
reflective sort of way. The middle is filled with 
screeching, whiny vocals. Great! The other two 
songs followed pretty much the same formula. The 
fough Dawn Baker is slower, still pretty interesting 
stuff, with screaming lyrics. The songs are a bit 
;ong for me, but I’ll forgive em that little indiscre¬ 
tion. A really good split. (TOM) 

Herry’s Finest Records, 16128 NE 145th St., 

Woe dinville, WA 98072 

Kill Sadie, 7” 

1 had to put $3 worth of change on this record to 
make it play. But that is besides the point. Kill 
Sadie plays hardcore punk rock. Despite that,, 
they are pretty good. A lot of feeling shows 
through in their playing and they are not boring. 


So if you dig that hardcore and crave that 

punk rock -Kill Sadie will be happy to spin 
an your turntable. (MD) 

1% Records PO Box 141048, Minneapolis, MN 
55^ 14 

Knuckle Sandwich - the Crippler, LP 

Aggressive sung-speak funk/ska from the MA 
boondocks. (GG) 

Sik€ Records 553 Cooly ST Springfield, MA 
01128 

Konfettura - Son Qui, CD 

This is European punk rock laced with some 
mid-fidelity production. It has the songs 
writing and sounds of an Epitaph band, but 
lust is not that loud of a record. It’s got a 
good ballad though. I always expect so much 
jf international bands whose albums make it 
into my hand, but this doesn’t do anything 
for me.(SY) 

Suono Degli Spazi, VIA Del Rovescio 2185, 
47C23 Cesena (Fo) 

The Kossabone Red-Chapter Two. 
Travelling Incognito,7” 

What separates the Kossabone Red from the 
sweater clad, Malcom X glasses wearing emo 
3oy masses? The singer can’t sing. (DS) 

Insi ranee Scam Records PO Box 145 Northville 
Ml 48167 
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Pistola, 7” 

Wow, a two song 7” at 33 rpm. Bad sign. 

This music is fairly complex, arty, with very 
smo/chaos type vocals. Bad art rock. I can’t 
really review this well because I don’t listen to 
:rap like this ever. (KB) 

Frer etic Records PO Box 640434 San Francisco, 
CA M164-0434 
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\ferra - Ziemia Ginie - Obudz Sie!, LP 

This is pretty unusual. The music occasional¬ 
ly lapses into fast hardcore but mostly stays 
it this mid-tempo hardcore beat and can 
sven sound sort of new wave at times. There 
is always an edge to this, even when the 
>ongs are slower. The songs are pretty long 
ind change from fast hardcore to slow, dirgy 
lard-edged I don’t know what. It’s pretty 
repetitive at times but that doesn’t bother me 
really. The lyrics (translated into English) are 
100% politics, mostly based on Deep 
Ecology. This is a really cool project. (KB) 
Nic Nie Wie P0 Box 53 34-400 Nowy Targ 
nd 
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Lung Leg-Hello Sir, LP 

UK girly punk pop. Mix Bratmobile, The 
Tourettes and throw in some bubblegum and here 
you go. The music is sparse, light and fun; and 
some if it is pretty melodic. Good stuff. (SM) 

Kill Rocks Stars, 120 NE State Ave., Olympia, WA 
98L01 

Lyr c - Remembering the Fireballs (Part 8), CD 

Wow! I do love Lync so very, very much. It’s a 
real shame they had to break up. But happily, for 
nostalgias sake, K and Troubleman have teamed up 
here to put out a compilation of old Lync tracks 
which had originally appeared on various releases. 
Long-time Lync fans will likely own most of the 
material already but will have to get this CD any¬ 
way. The reasons being a) it’ll be way easier to put 
“T>vo Feet In Front” (one of my faves) on mix- 
tapes, and b) you get to see what Sam Jayne looks 
like without that blasted mask on! Hee! I guess 
what I loved about Lync so much when I first 
started discovering their music was that it had this 
awesome feeling of tension to it. And as Patti-logic 
would have it, my high-strung self craved this 
amazingly tense music that just got my whole body 
shakin’! It really was love at first listen. If you dug 
the “These Are Not Fall Colours” LP then you will 
dig this too, no bones about it. A must-get for the 
fans, and for the kids playing catch-up too. (PK) 

K, llox 7154, Olympia WA, 98507 or Troubleman 
Unlimited, 16 Willow St., Bayonne NJ, 07002 

Manfat/Hard to Fucking Swallow - Split, 7” 

Both of these bands play HC, but their styles 
couldn’t be any more different. Manfat tosses up 
some slow to mid-tempo HC one two songs that 
sound remarkably alike. Lyrically, I could memo¬ 
rize these in one sitting, “everything is money, 
everything is money,” blah, blah. One of the two 
songs would have been sufficient to quench my 
thirst. Hard to Fucking Swallow dishes up a much 
faster style, with some interesting breaks and 
screeching vocals. I really enjoyed listening to this 
side, with the exception of the never ending loop 
at the end. (TOM) 

Flat Earth Records, PO Box 169, Bradford, BD71YS, 
UK. 

Mars Observer Mission/Sea of Cortez, split 
7” 

Almost half of the bands I have to review every 2 
months sound like Mars Observer Mission: emo. I 
hate emo. I can’t review it. The only emo band I’m 
familiar with is Braid and that’s because I live in 
the same small college town as them. Sea of Cortez 


Taily Speedstick - Saturday Night's All 

Rif ht for Bondage, 7” 

Good old fashioned punk with no ide*a what 
PC means. I dig it like crazy. Chunky, 
crunchy guitars. Cool lyrics. And they are 
talented swearers to boot. (GG) 

Sur in’ Bird Rees 1277 Main Green Bay, Wl 
54:102 

ijwagon - Double Plaidinum, CD 

A pretty decent CD of SoCal hardcore and 
melodic punk. Lagwagon are actually one of 
the better of the genre, as they mix things up 
on this CD a bit more than most, with the 
fast melodic stuff and slower, heavier and 
acoustic songs as well. It keeps it from hav¬ 
ing that cookie cutter Fat Wreck sound that 
the kids love so much, but I have grown so 
cynical and tired of. (MH) 

Fat Wreck Chords PO Box 193690 San 
Frai icisco CA 94119 

Lamagna - Ceremony, 7” 

I was excited to hear this record, cause it’s 
Steve (ex Scapegrace) back on the map 
screaming his brains out. I have to honestly 
say I was a bit disappointed, only cause I 
loved Scapegrace so much and you can’t help 
but think about them when listening to this 
record. Steves vocal style rules, but as far as 
the music goes, It’s a bit weaker, and only 3 
songs? I hate to be so hard on them cause 
this is good and worthy of attention, maybe 
it’s because they named their band after the 
guitar players last name (cheesy). (NW) 

Wre ckage Records PO Box 263 NY, NY 10012 

Lifi er Puller, LP 

This would sound a lot like Pavement if they 
were slower and more boring (hard to imag¬ 
ine, eh?). Drony, off-key, I’m-bored type 
vocals, moody rambly bass lines, quiet guitar, 
very indie rock. Not my thing at all but good 
production. (KB) 

Skene! PO Box 4522 St. Paul, MN 55104 or 
Rur t Viale e. Duse 16/A 50137 Frienze, Italia 

Lion Tamer - no title, 7" 

Two well-crafted powerful melodic songs that 
were recorded over two years ago make up 
this little record. The guitars are both heavy 
and light here, the songs are played well, and 
vocals are mostly smooth. An enjoyable 
record. (SM) 

11 : .3 Grove Ave. #3, Richmond, VA 23220 


Logical Nonsense - Expand The Hive, cb 

Truly one of the greatest bands around. You 
thought their Soul Pollution album was good? 
Expand the Hive is their best to date. 14 songs in 
Thirty Five Minutes, a little long winded for 
Logical Nonsense, but there is nothing lost in 
intensity. I do feel that there are too many sound 
samples on this album but it just gives you a 
chance to catch your breath. Chaotic hardcore as 
always, defining the sound of late 90s hardcore. It 
seems to have a little more Japanese spazzeore fla¬ 
vor to it too. Produced by Billy Anderson, which is 
not always a good thing, the album is well con¬ 
structed and the sound is as heavy as the medium 
will allow. Definitely the Shit. (SY) 

Alternative Tentacles 

Loi Tigres Guapos - Play Hard To Like, 7” 

Energetic 4 piece traditional line up kicks out snot¬ 
ty Rock N Roll. Definite toe tapping action going 
on for you, the listener. Six songs and it’s over real 
quick, so pay attention. (SY) 

Moitville Records, PO Box 4263, Austin, TX 78765 

Loudmouths - Gone Drinkin’, 7” 

Holy fucking yes! One of few bands in the last 
year that have failed to disappoint. I can honestly 
say I did not like their full length, but the last two 
singles have blown across the room and smacked 
my upside the head. Thanks to some perfect 
recording and mixing the Loudmouths are now the 
band around. They are the perfect 4 song single 
band. With different vocalists (male vs. Female) 
the songs don’t blend together. Oh yeah, the 
music is punk rock, emphasis on punk and rock 
your idiot. Buy this one now. (EA) 

New Red Archives, PO Box 210501 San Francisco CA 
94:21 

Lui tachicks - Pretty Ugly, LP 

Well, I’ve never quite known what to make of the 
Lunachicks. They’re fast and kinda raunchy with 
thick, crunchy guitars, solid bass and drums, and 
belted female vocals. I mean, the singer really has a 
versatile, excellent, powerful voice. Sometimes this 
borders on rock (but with the speed of punk) but 
mosdy falls on the supermelodic/poppy side of 
punk. The lyrics are mostly pretty silly with songs 
like “Mmm Donuts” and “Dear Dotte” (fake let¬ 
ters to an advice columnist). Perhaps a bit too 
overproduced but still pretty good. I doubt I’ll lis¬ 
ten to this ever again but judging by their crazy ass 
makeup and flashy rockstar clothes I bet they’d be 
fun live. (KB) 

Go- <art PO Box 20 Prince St. Station New York, NY 
10(12 



















s emo too. I don’t like it either and don’t know 

what else I can say. The production is tolerable. 
There is a lyric sheet. (KB) 

Sub ect Records 4638 W. Golden Ln. Glendale, AZ 
853 02 

Ma >skontroll - Will You Ever Learn?, CD 

\ couple of years ago this Portland crust core band 
put out one of my favorite sevens of the year, so I 
was eagerly anticipating this record. I was a little 
disappointed, but not a lot. They have the wailing 
guitar, the metalish double kick, and the dark, dark 
yrics, which is all good. My chief complaint? 

Some of the over baked songs that seemed to go on 
forever, with little lyrically to fill in the time spent 
istening to it. I guess I won’t complain too much 
rhough, as it was a long time coming (recorded in 
1995), and it sure beats living without. (TOM) 
Mahrie, Gladiolowa 22, 60-175 Pozan, Poland 

Ma dnga, 7” 

This is kind of garage-y rock ‘n’ roll, very heavy, 
dnd of fast. This band sounds like it plays in a lot 
:>f bars. They seem to try to incorporate some pret¬ 
ry bizarre influences: one song sounds kind of surf 
rhough it is still pretty heavy (surf meets Danzig) 
ind another borders on glam metal. I’ve gotta say 
:he term “yellow bastard” (one of the song titles) 
really bothers the fuck out of me and it’s kind of 
itrange given the band’s apparent interest in 
[apancse culture. Too much wah pedal for me. 

They do include lots of stickers which is cool. (KB) 
Rea Vimator Records PO Box 1582 Ann Arbor, Ml 
48106-1582 

Me tackins/Llpmonger, split 7” 

More pop-punk madness with cheesy 80s guitar 
icks from Canadian punkers the McRackins. 

Them Canucks is wacky. Lipmonger is a bit slow- 
:r and less poppy. They use more distortion than 
rhe McRackins and sing a song about a Nancy 
Drew look-alike. (MD) 

Negative Progression PO Box 15507, Boston, MA 
02215 

Me First and the Gfmmie Gimmies - 
Diamond, 7" 

Very good. A punk rock Neil Diamond tribute, 
insisting of the hits “America,” and “Sweet 
Caroline.” They don’t quite do Neil justice, it is 
quite a feat to do so, but the Gimmie Gimmies do 
provide two good novelty covers and a really swank 
7” cover. (MD) 

Hopeless Records P0 Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 
91^09-7495 


Medveds - my mom smoked my stash, 7 W 

Pretty generic punk rock, but the vocals are pretty 
good, and they utilize background vocals, which is 
l plus. The Medveds also carry on the tradition of 
most new punk bands: singing songs about poseur 
punk rockers. Yea. All in all, they seem like they’d 
be fun to see live, and they do rock pretty hard, 
but nothing terribly exciting. (MD) 

Pill Party Records PO Box 990632 Boston, MA 
02199-0632 

Mic night Lazerbeam, CD 

This is the future of punk rock, kids. Get it now, 
while its still cool to like it and before all of your 
friends buy it. You will succumb to the power, the 
madness, the savior faire that is the Midnight 
Lazerbeam. (MD) 

Shawn Porter and his incredible Math Lab Records, PO 
Box 101, WC, CA 94597 

Mil house/Dig-Dug, split 7” 

Millhouse plays pretty poppy punk. The band is 
tight and the vocals sound nice. Dig-Dug sounds 
almost exactly like Millhouse, except that the 
singer tries to hold notes and the drummer uses 
more bass drum. A good split if you are into one, 
or both, of these bands. (MD) 

Act four Age! Records 3244 Locke Ln, Houston, TX 
77C19 
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The Missing 23rd - S/T, 7” 

Listening to this record was enough to identify 
them as Californians. They play decent enough 
hardcore with songs about friends who give up the 
scene, child abuse, and MTV, among other things 
that were well hidden in the picture background of 
their lyric sheet. The cover was a keeper, with the 
GOP elephant putting it to the Democratic Ass, 
and though not an all out ass rocker, the music’s a 
keeper too. (TOM) 

IF Records, 135 Calle Bella Vista, Camarillo, 

CA.93010 

M0|C-s/t f 7” 

[ hate the fact that I like this record ‘cause it’s got 
some of the worst lyrics I’ve ever read “I say why 
not get some food/ hey I’m in a Subway mood” 
just ain’t good song writing. Luckilly, the band, 
with their eclectic instrumentation (I can’t find any 
listing of exactly what’s being played, but there’s 
some interesting stuff happening back there some¬ 
where), beautiful song structures, and nice 
melodies, manage to make something great of the 
horrible lyrics. (DS) 

Fug ;rs Cove, no address given. 


> :ket-Fanfare, iP 

The follow up to the extraordinary Bionic 
Parts album finds Mocket continuing to pro¬ 
duce their guitar & synth rock. If you’re a 
fan of Satisfact (let’s face facts, who isn’t!), 
fou need to pick this up, as Matt is co-vocal 
st of Mocket. This album actually sounds a 
lot more like Satisfact than the first Mocket 
ilbum did (or is it that the second Satisfact 
dbum sounds more like Mocket...), but it 
still delivers their patented boy/girl, 
synth/guitar mix that made the first album so 
fucking good. More noisy, catchy, madness 
(One more parenthetical expression for good 
measure). Anyone up for an interview? (DS) 

K R icords Box 7154 Olympia, WA 98507 

Mo sed Lads - S/T, CD 

> crappy melodic punk songs, with a strong 
Ramones influence. Someone please send 
some thrash or hardcore for me to review. 
(NW) 

V & V Productions 

Mo 'e Fire For Burning People - Sitting 
Bre athless in New Chairs, LP 

Let’s stick as many words and adjectives as 
possible into our band name and album title 
ind maybe people will notice us. Whatever 
this kind of music is called, I hate it, 
Experimental, arty, kind of quiet, poetic 
yrics, random noises everywhere. It’s so god- 
iamn arty! If you like plasma gun type noises 
in your music, this is for you. (KB) 

Rui< o Records PO Box 7141 Richmond, VA 
23321 

MU|330 - Club Rangoon, CD 

’m no fan of ska/punk stuff, but if I was I’d 
ike this band. They start their songs off 
quickly and with energy, and they’re interest¬ 
ing enough to make this genre entertaining 
— even for an old stick-in-the-mud like 
myself. The other bonus is the highly enter 
earning insert photos — each band member 
Joes his best to look really really goofy. Good 
stuff. (SM) 

Asic n Man Records, PO Box 35585, Monte 
Ser< tno, CA 95030 
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TRi * Neckbones - Souls on Fire, CD 

This started off real weak, but then became 
great. Picture me throwing this one in and 
yelling yuck “Flaming Lips” and then it 
sounds like the Jon Spencer Blues Explosion. 
After that this disc warms up to the garagey 
feel I often enjoy on a Friday night. Some 
tracks seem forced while others feel that the 
neckbones are in a comfortable (albeit 
drunken) state. I would love to hear this 
band in another year. (EA) 

Fat Possum / Epitaph PO Box 1923 Oxford, MS 
38(155 

Ne|v Jersey Fairplan - S/T, 7” 

Kind of emo- kind of pop punk, only held 
my interest for a few moments. 4 songs with 
very personal lyrics. Not bad, but not my 
favorite style of hardcore! (NW) 

Mejlical 76 Atherton Ave Nashua, NH 03060 

Pa ill Newman-s/t, 7” 

I don’t think this is Paul Newman the actors 
band, but since there’s no band photo, I can’t 
be totally sure. If it is, they sound pretty hot 
for such an old man. You’ve heard this kinda 
stuff before, “emo” tinged, screaming vocals, 
crashing guitars, but when it’s done well (as 
it’s done here), it still moves you. (DS) 
Twtytworthy PO Box 4491 Austin, TX 78765 

Nipper - S/T, CD 

I don’t understand hoe this label can stay 
afloat, putting out bad MTV crap that know 
one gives a shit about. If you wanna put out 
a record send it to these guys, they put out 
anything remotely “Alternative.” (NW) 

17V Records PO Box 648 NY, NY 10011 

No Use For A Name > Making Friends, CD 

Another excellent release of melodic hardcore 
and mid tempo punk. No Use for A Name 
have always seemed to me to be more intelli¬ 
gent than many bands of similar sound. Less 
of the “crew” mentality that seems to pervade 
melodic HC. Lyrics here run in the vein of 
personal politics and views of the world. 

Add to that an excellent “hidden” track and 
you’ve got a winner. (MH) 

Fat P0 Box 193690 San Francisco CA 94119 

Th< i Nobodys - Welcome to the Springs. 
Fuck You!, 7” 

Did someone say “The Queers?” Maybe it’s 
just a coincidence, but the only difference 
between this band and the aforementioned is 
that the Nobody’s have a girl who does guest 


vocals. Oh, the premise of this 7” was for the 

Nobodys to do cover songs of bands from their 
hometown in Colorado. But I wouldn’t have 
noticed that the songs were written by different 
people, as they pretty much sound the same. 

There you have it. (MD) 

Hopeless Records PO Box 7495, Van Nuys ,CA 
91^09-7495 

Nothing Cool - unluckiest Man In The 
Universe, 7” 

I don’t know what to think about this record, it’s 
like pop punk but with an 80s West bay sound. 
These guys are from Frisco so that might explain 
their sound. 4 O.K. songs here. (NW) 

Dur lmy Yup PO Box 642634 San Francisco, CA 
941 64 

On Second Thought - everyday..., 7” 

Yo, Yo, Yo, mosh it up, beat your friends, swing 
your arms like a windmill, and^pray Madball takes 
you to Europe with ‘em. NYC metal core the way I 
remember it: Songs about crews, beating people 
down and just down right being dumb. Oh well 
there’s an ass for every seat! (NW) 

Freo Spirit Records P0 Box 1252 Madison Sq. Sta. 

NY, NY 10159 

On 5 Ton Shotgun - Songs For Sucks, 7” 

This is pretty decent, energetic, gritty melodic 
rock/punk. The music is fast and pretty creative 
(i.e. not everything is in 4/4 time, not all the 
chords are power chords, etc.), the vocals are sort 
of yelled baritone. I don’t know, there is nothing 
really special about this and the vocals are really 
terrible on one side of the 7”. In addition, there is 
no insert which is always annoying. (KB) 

Sik< PO Box 10504 Holyoke, MA 01040-2104 

Onward - These Words Still Pray, 12” EP 

Six songs of Loud and superbly produced 
Norwegian Straight-Edge!!!! Really well done and 
played Revelation “1-Through-5” styled “S.E.” 
hardcore with GORILLA BISCUITS-styled clearly 
sung shouts and the lOOrperson strong choruses to 
fill it out. Is it like every other straight edge record 
you’ve ever heard? Yes! Will that stop you? No! Is 
it’s appeal that it looks and sounds like every other 
straight edge record you’ve ever heard? You bet-but 
THIS IS THE BEST generic straight edge record 
I’ve ever heard. Bonus points for the BLAST liner 
notes rip-off. ’’The urge to Speak, the need to 
pray, this is my addiction, and I’m here to stay!!!!!” 

Aw man, stick to Norwegian.(KS) 

Crucial Response Records, Kaiserfeld 98, 46047 
Oberhausen, GERMANY 


nd j Mb down rijhb bcinj dumb 


TJviil Teen - Falling In love all over again, 

on< ;e more for the very first time, 7” 

I was almost fooled by the poppy upbeat number 
with the cool melodic vocals that was the first 
song, but was quickly clued into the incredible 
lameness of this record on the next couple songs. 
The music can best be described as limp — tame 
vocals, weak guitars, loopy la-la songs. There’s even 
an accordian and they’re serious. Blech. (SM) 

MO 2, 4932 Linscott Ave., Downers Grove, IL 60515 

Pansy Division-More Lovin’ From Our Oven, CD 

A collection of the last few seven inches that Pansy 
Division has released. When all these are put 
together, they actually offer a glimpse of Pansy 
Division at their Finest. I think the bad has a 
thicker, more umm, turgid sound than they use to, 
so those of you who wrote them off as a gimmick 
band should give this one a listen. There are still a 
couple of weak, sappy pop tunes, but for the most 
part this is nice thick punk (cock) rock. (MH) 
Lookout! P0 Box 11374 Berkeley CA 94712 

Pai ades End/ Sky Falls Down, 7” 

Interesting how bands get together from different 
parts of the country these days. Parades End is 
from the west (CA) and Sky Falls Down is from 
the east (NJ). Both play melodic hardcore, one 
slower, one a little faster. Personally, I liked the 
faster stuff a little better, which means I enjoyed 
Sky Falls Down’s two songs better. Three out of the 
four songs talk about the failings of society, which 
is an exploration I share, the last song is finding 
love, which I know nothing about. Sky Falls Down 
also included a little book of rants, which I found 
to be interesting and worth reading. A decent 
package all around. (TOM) 

Sky Falls Down, 721 Corlies Ave. W., Allenhurst, NJ 
07111/Parades End, PO Box 15886, Long Beach, CA 
90$ 15 

Pa] r Neuter - Dead Inside, LP 

Though this Phoenix band’s name is one of those 
head -scratching “Huh? Uh Yeah...” type things, no 
questions to their ten songs of harsh boisterous 
metallic throtde-core. A to-the-throat stop-and-start 
drilling of heavy riffs and quick changing thrash 
parts mixed in with occasional dark-edged dirge. 
Growling NAUSEA-style vocals belt lyrics con¬ 
cerning Man’s stupidity in destroying his own envi¬ 
ronment, oppression of common people by the 
government, the cycles of violence and more. PAY 
NEUTER don’t really hold a groove, but pummel 
more with pounding metal-styled part to part 
intensity. DYSTOPIA fans take note. Strong. (KS) 
TEE PEE RECORDS, PO Box 20307, New York, NY 
10( 09-9991 















Radikalna Promjena - 5-Song, Cassette 

A Croation hardcore band, whose name 
means Radical Change. 5-song here of early- 
80s style hardcore, all sung in Croation. I’m 
assuming the lyrics are political, based on the 
etter the band sent with this tape, and the 
fact that they have plenty of political stuff to 
;ing about, having formed in 1995 during 
the war in ex-Yugoslavia. Anyway, the songs 
here are excellent - fast and noisy, the way 
good hardcore should be. I love hearing 
hands like this - it’s what punk is really 
about. Supercool. (MH) 

Jadianko Kerekovic Savska 155b 10000 
Zag eb Croatia 

Rel ect Refect - The Future, T 

Iwo people talking about “the future” in 
mnoying voices with alien carnival music 
playing in the background. Its one of those 
poken word records on Kill Rock Stars and 
its bizarre, but its funny and intelligent. Sue 
Fox has one side and Matt E. Moon has 
the other. An interesting record. (SM) 

Rocks Stars, 120 NE State Ave., Olympia, 
38501 


Peqtasi - Pink Cadillac Men, 

i young Italian band that does a decent job of 
playing poppy punk. The best song of the 6 on 
this record is the last one, which throws in a bit of 
ska. Some good buzzsaw guitars, and quick 
melodic guitar leads. Sloppy but effective backing 
vocals to the English sung lyrics about cars, girls 
md the like. Its okay, but nothing special. (MH) 
Giovanni Spagnuolo Via San Marco. 17 20031 
Ces ano Mademo (MH) 

Pec Iro The Lion - whole EP, CCD 

Good indie rock. The faster tracks “nothing” and 
fix” are spectacular, and the other four follow 
:lose behind. Check this band out if you are into 
the indie rock thing. (MD) 

Tooth and Nail Records PO Box 12698, Seattle, WA 
98111 

Pec Chees-Games People Play, LP 

Have you forgotten how to rock? Let the PeeChees 
remind you what it takes. The new PeeChees 
ilbum is rock incarnate, nothing but power chords, 
driving beats, and Chrisser’s snotty vocals. They’re 
not making trouble, they’re not making enemies, 
they’re just making babies. You’re gopna need a 
:old shower after this one. (DS) 

Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State #418 Olympia, WA 
98E01 

Perfect Force-Feed Miserable Weakness, CD 

Figured this was entitled to a one word review, but 
decided against it. I’m guessing that this is an EP, 
since there were only four songs on it. After song 
me, I figured out where they got their band name 
from. After song four, I also knew where they got 
the title of the CD from. Combining the two 
explained exactly how I felt after listening to the 
vhole thing. This one for me was better left in the 
lewel case. (TOM) 

iked Jaw Records PO Box 331 Baltimore, MD 
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ntom Surfers - The Exciting Sounds of 
lei Road Racing, CD 

Why Lookout is re-releasing this one I am not so 
sure. Good for you saps who didn’t get it the first 
:ime around. Greats in the 90s surf world. I do 
not need to review this anymore than that. Estrus 
fans take note. (EA) 

;out! Records 


Vic :ure Formosa - no title, 

While this record is not bad, I just can’t find any¬ 
thing in it that takes it out of the world of medioc¬ 
rity. The music is fairly diverse, but hangs around 
the melodic vocals with heavy then light guitar 
work part of town. The vocals are decent, the 
songs are OK ... the record is bland. (SM) 

Foresight Records, PO Box 650, Madison, Wl 53701 

Poliro - Shapes, CD 

Wow. This is probably one of the most CRE¬ 
ATIVE CDs I’ve heard in a long time. There is 
such a wealth of diversity in sound out of the 
eleven songs on this release. Totally moody music 
that will take you to all sorts of different places. At 
times it feels like I’ve been transported back in time 
to the Ming dynasty! At other times to a dusty ol’ 
saloon in the Wild West, no foolin’. This CD is 
full of quirks—they’ve even got big-ass-wallsize 
GONG sounds in one of their songs, craziness! 
There’s the usual intricate guitarwork (bla bla math- 
rock bla bla) tied in with Ash Bowie’s smooth ‘n’ 
sexy vocals. And while none of the songs here quite 
surpass the excellence of “Fractured (Like 
Chandeliers)”, I am proud to say that I shook 
booty— what little I’ve got—to this disc. Nuthin’ 
like dancing by yourself to the rock. (PK) 

Touch and Go, PO Box 25520, Chicago IL, 60625 

Potshot - Pots and Shots, CDEP 

Ugh ... ska. Very little of this type of music inter¬ 
ests me. But this is interesting because it’s a 
Japanese band singing in English. Anyway, this is 
recorded and played well, but still ... it’s ska. (SM) 
Asicn Man Records, PO Box 35585, Monte Sereno, 

CA '>5030 


The 


Jade 


Promise Ring-Nothing Feels Good, LP 

And you thought 30° Everywhere was a good 
album... The long-awaited Promise Ring album has 
finally arrived, and it blows everything they’ve pre¬ 
viously done out of the water. They finally get the 
production they deserve (the first album sounded 
like mud), and it allows them to shine through the 
entire album. With Nothing Feels Good, The 
Promise Ring have secured their place as one of the 
best pop song crafters in existence right now, 
:hurning out one unforgettable hook after another. 
One of the best albums this year. (DS) 

Tree 


Kill 

WA 

Rei 


!j [ression/Breach - Split, CD 

Belgium’s REGRESSION are complete 
downbeat mid-tempo metal with two songs 
ibout global incineration and/or nuclear 
holocaust, and one about the creeping influ¬ 
ence of technology and machines in our lives. 
The L. Ron Hubbard/ Watchtower-magazine 
styled Artwork is a total complement to 
this!!!! HA! Super-production, gravely growi¬ 
ng vocals, reminding me of the later Napalm 
Death records without the speedy bits. 
Sweden’s BREACH musically get a bit more 
moody, with the metal influence replaced by 
[ESUS LIZARD-style guitar twists, with 
scalding ripped up vocals thrown on top of 
mid-west style push and pull mid-tempo 
downbeat hardcore. Three Songs each. (KS) 
Good Life Recordings, P0 Box 114, 85500 
Kortrijik, BELGIUM 

The Repellents, CD 

Screeching Weasel for the 97. And they real¬ 
ly like booze. (MD) 

V.M L. PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131 
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Sejisa Yuma - Every Day’s Your Last Day!, 6 d 

decided that this would be my first review for PP, 
and why not?! There’s a little sticker on the front 
that says this band features Ross playing bass and 
Jock playing guitar. Both these fellas are better 
known for their licks with GBH, so in spite of this 
band’s recent record, I was excited to play this slab. 
After listening to the first track, I was kind of wor¬ 
ried, but I kept marching forward. I’m glad I did, 
as the best songs were yet to come. 80s punk, 
mixed with GBH influenced stuff, adds up to a 
pretty fun time for me. (TOM) 

Ret :h Records 48 Rose Crecent, Woodvale, Southport, 
Meiseyside, England, PRB 3RZ 

Se lse Field/Mineral/Jimmy Eat World - tri 
spl t, 7” 

Mineral does a very slowborderline whiny cover of 
Willy Nelson’s “Crazy.” The feedback drove me 
nuts, and I really don’t see why I would ever need 
to hear this song again. Jimmy Eat World’s song 
was a bit better - their music isn’t bad, though 
they’re kind of cheesy. Sense Field is low grade 
modern rock. But all of this comes on beautiful 
green, marble-ized wax! (MD) 

Cra lk! a record co. 1223 Wilshire Blvd. #173, Santa 
Monica, CA 90403 

Seven Hate - CD 

I’m gushing over! This record rocks, rocks, rocks! 

It’s So. Cal HC done by the French. Viva La 
France! The breaks are great, the music is great, the 
vocals are great, the harmonies are great, everything 
is great. With the minor exception of the irritating 
trace, dance, or whatever the frigin hell that was on 
the last song, there shouldn’t be a number that 
doesn’t get the head a nodding. If there is, then I 
suggest a visit to the doctor, as there has to be 
something wrong with the neck. (TOM) 

Vici xjs Circle, BP 21/F-33151 Cenon Cedex, France 

Thd Shitlickers - Warsystem, CD 

These Swedish guys were around a long time ago 
and are often mentioned with the likes of 
Discharge and Anti-Climax when bands of the 
genre talk about influences. In fact, one of the 
members went on to form the latter band. In spite 
of their influence, though, this is the first time 
their stuff has been released in 15 years! It contains 
eight songs in just over nine minutes. This my 
friends is top notch Swedish HC! (TOM) 

Dislortion Box 129, 401 22 Gothenburg, Sweden 


‘ftewlucion X - Polltlca y 

Es| larcimiento... 7” 

The sound of Revolucion X is minimal, yet 
powerful and effective. Political punk with a 
Latino consciousness straight out of Chicago. 
The recording sounds like it was recorded in 
1982, but don’t think any of the players go 
misrepresented. Vocals with great diction that 
remind me of the Urinals, expect that almost 
all of them are in Spanish. It is a record like 
this that allows me to continue enjoying 
punk rock amidst the world of over-com¬ 
pressed slam pit rock. (SY) 

Lengua Armada Discos. 2340 W. 24th St., 

Chi ;ago, IL 60608 

Riverdales - Blood On the Ice b/w No 
Se lse, 7” 

I can’t keep up with the drama - I thought 
that the Riverdales were Screeching Weasel 
again. I guess not. In any case here are two 
more songs that sound just like their other 
songs, which sound suspiciously like inferior 
copies of Ramones songs. If you like 
Ramones cover bands, then you will most 
probably like this. (MD) 

Hor|est Don’s PO Box 19207, SF, CA 94119 

Robdside Monument-Eight Hours Away 
Frc m Being A Man, LP 

Christian punk alert! Sure, they’ve got a great 
sound that could have them on Jade Tree, 
Polyvinyl, or any of the other labels putting 
out mature hardcore, and they’re pretty good 
at what they do, but you just can’t ignore the 
fact that they’ve got a painting of a priest 
with a shotgun as a foldout poster, and 
they’re on Tooth & Nail. This is a hard call. 
Musically, it’s great, and they ain’t singing 
about Jesus, but you can’t deny that they’re 
on Tooth & Nail for a reason. If you’re just 
into rockin’ out, then by all means check out 
Roadside Monument. But if you feel funny 
about sending your money to a label that’s 
bringing god’s word to the punk rock masses, 
then you may want to pass on by. (DS) 

Too h & Nail P0 Box 12698 Seattle, WA 
98: .1104698 

Ro :ket Science - no title, 7” 

Shitty churny guit indy crap. (GG) 

If y< m want the address stop reading PR 


ber Frogs - &/T, 7” 

Yuck, yuck. I thought the Queers/Screeching 
Weasel fans all listened to VSS or something like 
that by now. Got a give em credit for flogging a 
dead horse indeed. With a heavy hitter like 
“Masturbation Generation”, I figured we had a 
bunch of genius men on our hands. Oh the disap¬ 
pointment. (EA) 

Ant|-Earth 77 Hogue Road Hamilton OH 46013 


i nor - no title, 7” 

Eight songs of awesome basic basement thrash. 
Awesome in that RUMOR 39 retains and 
express, unlike the mounding heap of basement 
thrash bands, their own sense of identity and ideas. 
Simple Hardcore belted out with howled vocal 
screech and real moody disembodied guitar parts 
that gather a slight RUDIMENTARY PENI or 
PART 1 Styled eerieness to things. Real to the 
point, basic punk rock lyrics, but each thought 
through and given their own twist and a nicely laid 
own and drawn booklet and cover. A nice starting 
point and debut. (KS) 

Disorder 445 14th ST., San Francisco, CA 94013 


New 


Saturday Supercade - 4 Song, 7” 

Does the world need another band that sounds like 
Green Day? These guys have that sound down, 
with the main redeeming quality being lyrics that 
sing about issues such as anorexia, close-minded 
straight edgers and an anti-cop tune. Really not 
that bad, but they just sound way to imitative. 
They obviously have talent, and maybe they’ll find 
a sound that they can call there own, but they 
aren’t there yet. (MH) 

Whi:ehouse 830 Baylor-Wissman Rd. Lanesvile IN 47136 

Sa rage Malignant - Lucky 7, 7” 

This English guitar, drumming duo play garagey, 
almost a bit surfy, very noisy rock. And they do it 
well. The only thing that gets kind of annoying is 
their tendency to add high pitched shrieking to 
every song. Otherwise worth checking out. (MD) 
Wre nch Records BCM Box 4049, London WC1N 3XX 

Th< Semibeings - Three Pawns Standing, LP 

God awful alternative crap with Kramer from 
shimmy disc. (GG) 

C/Z Records 

Sei nisweet - Hajime, CD 

This is pretty much innocuous rock about relationships 
with female vocals. The music is somewhat catchy and I 
do like the vocals. It won’t get a lot of spins on my table, 
except maybe in the early morning hours, but I think 
this will have an audience out there somewhere. (TOM) 
PagDda Records 
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*5133 drder / The Schmendriks - Sudsy 

Mis chief With, 7" 

Basic raw and sloppy punk rock (from Florida I 
:hink) that is probably a big hit with the local kids, 
but doesn’t do that much for me. Decent record- 
ng, and the bands are probably fun live, but some- 
:hing about it just doesn’t excite me. Not bad, just 
lot terribly interesting. (MH) 

Zan abarbarian Records 

The Sillies - Man of Steel, 7" 

[Cick-ass big amp punk from Texas. What is it 
ibout Texas nowadays? There are a lot of cool as 
ihit back to the basics punk bands coming from 
:here right now, and the Sillies fit right in that 
mold. Some of the songs arc kinda sloppy, but all 
ire loud and gruff, and, well, punk. Makes me 
want to go grab a couple of cases of beer, get in my 
/an, and start driving south. (MH) 

Lucly Thirteen 11026 Ulloa Ln Dallas TX 75228 

The Slackers-Redlight, LP 

Ignore the name—it’s a terrible fucking name—but 
ion’t ignore this album. This is, on the surface, a ska 
ilbum, but they’re drawing from the ska of the ‘60s, 
nstead of the circus music of the 80s. Additionally, 

:he Slackers reference everything from the Big Band 
sound of the ‘40 s, to classic Latin rhythms, to Stax-era 
soul numbers. This is a musically literate album that’s 
Tuly a pleasure to listen to—and I hate ska! (DS) 

Hell :at 2798 Sunset Blvd. Los Angeles, CA 90026 

The Slap Happies/Walter Krug, spilt 7" 

The Slap Happies are mild 4/4 pop-punk outfit 
with songs about girls (or so it sounds). Kind of 
3°ppy/happy with occasional guitar leads and really 
pretty horrid production. The 2nd song reminds 
me of the Smoking Popes a little. Walter Krug real- 
y wants to be Weston a la “Got Beat Up”. The 
nsert says their guitar player now plays bass for 
Weston but that can’t be true because I thought you 
liad to be a good singer to be in Weston and the 
/ocals for Walter Krug are horribly off-key, sound 
really forced, and are terrible in general. For those 
who aren’t familiar with the sound of a Weston 
‘Got Beat Up” wannabe band, it entails bubblegum 
sort of pop with tons and tons of vocal harmonies. 
Most bands can’t pull it off and Walter Krug is one 
bf them. (KB) 

Mel ed 21-41 34th Ave. Suite 10A Astoria, NY 11106 


Slapstick - S/1, CD 

These guys seem to pull off the ska thing pretty 
well mixing it up with snotty LA sounding punk 
rock. It seems this could be a discography, cause 
there are 25 songs and the band broke up (accord¬ 
ing to the liner notes on the disk). Great horns, 
cool guitars, makes for an O.K. listen. (NW) 

Asic n Mar P0 Box 35585 Monte Sereno, CA 95030 

Sleestak-The Power of Gemini 

Horribly pretentious improv noise band. I’ve been 
bearing too much of shit like this lately and it ain’t 
getting any better! (DS) 

Big lesus, PO Box 292152 Los Angeles, CA 90029 

Slow Gherkin - Double Happiness, LP 

Oh shit, a ska band. Well, this is a definite ska 
band as opposed to a ska-core or ska-punk band or 
whatever other miscellaneous label you want to 
stick on them. They have a kind of lounge flavor, 
it times and are very light-sounding (I think this is 
especially due to the prominence the keyboard 
achieves on this recording). There’s a very interest¬ 
ing arrangement of Hava Nagilah on here. I’m not 
sure why they chose this song; there is no explana¬ 
tion offered. The song “Salsa” is Spanish flavored 
with Spanish lyrics. The lyrics range from extreme- 
y silly to mildly political (a pro-vegetarianism and 
an anti-Gen X song). These folks seem talented but 
1 hate ska so what do I know? (KB) 

Asic n Man P0 Box 35585 Monte Sereno, CA 95030 

The Smokejumpers - Neighbor Girl, 7” 

I’m not sure what to call this except crap. Kind of 
a very pop Ramones. (GG) 

Dot ble Bubble Records 335 63rd St. Oakland, CA 
9418 

The Snails - L equipage, LP 

Melodic poppy shit from Paris. Weird vox, buckets 
of breaks. A half hour of shit. (GG) 

Mac e in Heaven Records 

Solar Coaster - no title, 7” 

Melodic power-pop with infectious vocals and thick 
guitars. Songs that leave you with a warm fuzzy feeling 
without being warm and fuzzy. Good music to drive 
to. A really good record. Color me impressed. (SM) 
Turr buckle Records, 163 Third Ave., Suite 435, New 
YorK NY 10003 

SP: >/Curbside Split, 7” 

A. fridge magnet and the prettiest colored vinyl I’ve 
sver seen! Yippee! Now about the music. Curbside 
spends most of their time singing about a subject that 
:omes up right after puberty, which is really some¬ 
thing I don’t need or care to hear about in my music. 


SPS is from the Czech Republic plays straight 

ahead punk, and they do a decent job of cover¬ 
ing what might be going through the minds of 
ill those who live in post soviet Europe. I’ll bet 
they come from the countryside too, as both 
songs refer to cows in em. One in reference to 
buying a herd of em, while the other refers to 
people being herded like em. Not sure I’d buy it 
: or half a record, but maybe with the goodies 
they tossed in, I would. (TOM) 

Rud jy Duck, 11479 Francis Dr., Grass Valley, CA 
95£ 49 

Sts gmummer - Rim, CD 

Sounds like the Jesus Lizard, a band I like see¬ 
ing live but can barely stand to listen to on 
/inyl. The vocals are more guttural and the 
music isn’t as controlled. The lyrics are over- 
:he-top silly and drug-influenced (read: con¬ 
trived). I think this band takes itself way too 
seriously. Recorded by Mr. Steve Albini. (KB) 
staf @pangea.ca or (204) 452-3347 

The Stains - Independent/ IN Decline, 7” 

Mot the Texas band who went on to be 
M.D.C. or the SST band of the same name, 
their English band bolts out two songs of 
Pretty to-the -point ‘77 punk Ala the LURK- 
ERS. Catchy choruses, big guitars and the 
oud over-production of that era. Revival ‘77 
bunk always makes me feel like I’m sitting in 
i car with my dad listening to the oldies sta¬ 
tion at the SONIC. And for all practical pur¬ 
poses the LURKERS might as well be substi¬ 
tuted with “BIG BOPPER” . (KS) 

1,2 3,4 Records, PO Box 199, Deal, Kent CT14 
7Gf , ENGLAND 

Sta te Route 522 - Samson is Apollo, CD 

[ really like the packaging on this - hand 
printed white ink on what looks like chip¬ 
board and hand-numbering (up to limited 
bress of 500). CDs are so lame every band 
should try to gussy them up with cool packag- 
ng like this. Unfortunately, this is mid-tempo 
tmo a la Braid (minus the incredible musi- 
:ianship) and though I have to admit I don’t 
barticularly want to vomit while listening to 
this, I most certainly will never listen to it 
igain. Better than most emo I’ve heard, I’ll 
^ive it that much. It doesn’t seem contrived at 
east and the vocalist knows how to use his 
/oice instead of utilizing that horrible plain¬ 
tive wail most emo vocalists overuse. (KB) 

Her ry’s Finest 16128 NE 115th St. Woodinville, 
WA 98072 
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Sticklers, 7 " ' 

Fun, poppy punk from Hawaii. The 
Sticklers’ zaniness, as it were, is reminiscent 
of that of Grapefruit, also from Hawaii. 
Maybe its something in the water over 
there... If you just like fun, check this out. 
Free sticker with purchase!!! (MD) 

Wei Noodle PO Box 235789, Honolulu, HI 
96$ 123-3513 


Str iknien D.C.-Ghettoblast 

Oh god. Overproduced German punk metal. 
God, the singer is SO bad. Why people con¬ 
tinue to play shite like this is beyond me. It 
wasn’t even good when it was new! (DS) 

Rej jcted Records 9 Woodlands Ave. Dun 
Laoghaire Co. Dublin, Ireland 

Str iped Basstards - Lessons Learned, 7” 

Ewwwww, this record bites! Hard to explain 
why, other then the whole damn thing 
sounds out of kilter. The only saving grace 
that I can think of on short notice is that the 
vinyl tree that was killed to produce this 
record doesn’t have to listen to it. (TOM) 
Traffic Violation Records, PO Box 772, East 
Setauket, NY 11733 Mother Box, 60 Denton 
Ave , East Rockaway, NY 11518 

Th± Stump Wizards - No Brakes, 7” 

Yeah, Yeah, Yeah, they feel all right baby. It’s 
garage rock with all the cliches firmly 
attached — guitar solos, big hole, 45rpm and 
everything. I just don’t dig it, man. (SM) 

Get Hip, PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 15317 

Sti ntcocks / Boss Jim Gettys - split, 7” 

What is the date of this vinyl. It was like I 
have been sucked through a time warp and it is 
1992 and Sub Pop was hip and the Stuntcocks 
are their leaders and Boss Jim Bettys are the 
deputies in town. Since I haven’t dusted off a 
Sub Pop album in years I forgot why they were 
good in the first place. The subtle mix of Ted 
Nugent, classic rock and heavy punk make for 
a rare treat in 1997. (EA) 

Pov erbunny 4X4 Records 55 Brookside Ave. 

Apt 2A New Brunswick, NJ 08901 

Su jmissives - An Anvil will Wear out 
Ms ny a Hammer, CD 

Hmmmm... Hard to get past the cover. A 
woman about to shit into a man’s mouth. 

Some old school boys, including Dave Dictor 
make up this hard core outfit. ATTENTION: 
I say hardcore and mean the original style 
hardcore not the crap which bears its names 
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The only ^avinj jrace that I can t Kink o| on *horb notice 


these days. Remember Thrasher magazine, big fat 

wheels, TSOL, Gang Green and Black Flag on every¬ 
one’s turntables. This has got the dumb lyrics and 
riffs you would expect from the layout and graphics 
of this one. I suggest this one to the kids who 
missed out on this kinda stuff the first time around. 
Well, you got it the Submissives brought me back to 
those days, thanks for the trip. (EA) 

Hor est Dons PO Box 192027 San Francisco, CA 94119 

Sui nmon the Strain - Carnival of Systematic 
Pillage, 7” 

Minneapolis. Punk Rock. Do you really need to 
know more? This is a pretty rocking punk hardcore 
record. Six songs that helped me forget how weak 
many of the other 7”s I received really were. The 
songs are mostly about how society owns us, and 
while the lyrics are not fully mature, they aren’t 
awful either. The cover art is cool, though based on 
the verbiage on the back this is was a limited edi¬ 
tion cover, but fear not, there is a full color poster 
included, which has the lyrics on the back. (TOM) 
Socopath 3149 Lyndale Ave. S., Minneapolis, MN 55408 

Surface-Seven Times Over Fold, 7” 

Chugga chugga hardcore ‘88 style from San Diego. 
This style is almost 10 years old now. Dead horses 
continue to be beaten. (DS) 
a id then there were none PO Box 4916 Thousand 
Oahs, CA 91360 

T-IVIodel Ford-Pee-Wee Get My Gun, CD 

I’ve got mixed feelings about this release. On one 
hand, it’s awesome, gritty, dirty 12 bar blues played by 
actual bluesmen, not by the fucking white boy wanna 
be’s that are all the rage right now. On the other hand, 
there just seems something exploitative about the 
whole thing. Maybe it’s because the liner notes don’t 
focus on the importance of T-Model’s music, instead 
focusing on his crazy past and bad attitude, I’m not 
really sure. There’s just something that leaves me feel¬ 
ing kinda strange about this record. Which is too bad, 
‘cause it’s really pretty awesome. (DS) 

Fat Possum PO Box 1923 Oxford, MS 38655-1923 

Tar ner - (Germo) Phobic, CD 

I don’t know what to make of this band, but I have 
reason to believe that if you like the Offspring, 
then you will dig this. (MD) 

Hee dhunter/ I’m sure you can find this in Tower 

Ter Yard Fight/Fastbreak - The Bout of the 


TUituryTT 

I’m not much into giving advice, but here’s a tip 
for this label: If you’re gonna send stuff out for 
review, make sure it isn’t filled with scratches and 
doesn’t skip with each passing breath. Thank you 
for your attention. (TOM) 

Cortention Records, 206 S. 13th St. Apt. 1402, 
Philadelphia, PA 19107 

Thrall, 7” 

On a slip of paper included with the 7” I learn that 
“THRALL appear courtesy of Alternative 
Tentacles” which should have set off a warning sig¬ 
nal in my brain. Even with the record at the cor¬ 
rect speed the vocals sound way too sludgy and 
slow. The music is sort of crazy and chaotic sound¬ 
ing - indescribable in that patented A.T. sort of 
way. Evil sounding echoey vocals. Nice thick vinyl 
and full color sleeve (but no insert). (KB) 

Reptilian 403 S. Broadway Baltimore, MD 21231 

Tornado Alley - S/T, 7” 

Another magnet, still nice vinyl, and a tornado 
warning card! Yeehaw! The music is pretty ho hum 
punk though, with some guitar lines that grated at 
me like chalk scratching a blackboard. (TOM) 
Rucdy Duck, 11479 Francis Dr., Grass Valley, CA 
95$ 49 

Th< Thuggs - Self Titled, CD 

Much like a drunk takes over the mind as one con¬ 
sumes beer after beer, so it was that this record 
grew on me listen after listen. This band from the 
vast wastelands of America, otherwise known as 
Nebraska, spews out garage punk that would seem 
very much at home on Rip Off. The guitar work is 
somewhat scratchy, the vocals melodically spoken 
in a snotty sort of way, and the mix, well it’s as raw 
as raw can be. (TOM) 

V. M.L. PO Box 183, Franklin Park, IL 60131 

Th< > Tonics - Looking for the Good Times, CD 

This record started out promising, but slid listlessly 
towards its inevitable doom. If they would have stuck 
with the surfy stuff, I might have been inclined to 
say it was ok, but once they drifted off into what 
ever it was they were doing (which included a Neil 
Diamond cover), they lost me. (TOM) 

Lan:e Rock Records 1223 College Drive, Nanaimo, 

BC, Canada V9R 5Z5 
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Tra ning For Utopia- The Falling Cycle, CD 

Four songs on this one and Training For Utopia 
sound just like Deadguy and sometimes Crain. 
That’s not a bad thing though, because they do the 
sound real good. Tight and angry from the tense 
state of California. Punk with a metal edge, or is it 
:he other way around?(SY) 

Tooth & Nail PO BOX 12698, Seattle, WA 98111 

Tra isformer Lootbag, 7” 

Hm, unusual. Guitars that are somewhat discor¬ 
dant and sound kind of like horns at times. 
Unusual syncopated drumming with a lot of open 
ligh hat in the second song. The bass sort of lurks, 
:ausing tension until the next part of the song 
ticks in. I would say this is a mix between Fragile 
Porcelain Mice and Braniac but has anyone heard 
:>f FPM out there? OK, this is a mix between Jesus 
Lizard and Braniac with a very heavy, driving beat. 
Noisy hardcore. Not wholly objectionable. 

Excellent heavy production. (KB) 

PO Box 184 Madison, Wl 53701-0184 

Tre jan Nation - Let There Be Danger, 7” 

[ think this is straight edge band because there are 
i couple X’s here and there. It doesn’t really sound 
ike straight-edge HC, for it ignores the existence 
:>f metal chugs. Fast and frenzied, the songs revolve 
iround punk rock topics suck as HC ideals and the 
>cene. There is a lot of personal involvement in the 
yrics, and I admire that. Reminds me of when I 
was 18 years old. (SY) 

Disg runtled 827 Somonauk St. Sycamore, IL 60178 

Tuesday - Early Summer, CDEP 

Another 4-song CDEP of pop-punk that sounds 
ike Fifteen from this label. It’s pretty good, catchy 
»tuff, but nothing groundbreaking. (SM) 

Asian Man PO Box 35585, Monte Sereno, CA 95030 

T.V. Pow/Liminal - Split, 7” 

Very atmospheric noise here, stuff I could actually sleep 
:o. Sounds like heavy breathing and people banging on 
:ans and botdes. Liminal have like the chime thing 
^oing, great soundtrack for a movie. I’m kinda into this 
*tuff, it’s not noisey it’s actually relaxing. (NW) 

Great Giant 1323 S. Michigan Chicago, IL 60605 

Twc nty Miles - R.L. Boyce Othar Thurner Fife 
& C rum Spam, LP 

Cool Bantam Rooster style 2 man punk attack. 

Has cool Oblivians feel and mega country influ¬ 
ence. (Real country, not that pussy shit they play 
:>n the radio. This is ballsy stuff.) I dig something 
Pierce. (GG) 

Epit aph 


Uncrush - Was Ever Being So Born to 

Calamity?, 7” 

Giving this record to me, was uh, a mistake. *YAWN* 
Iwo songs of musically talented, ZZZZZ, yet boring, 
'SNORE* music. Rush out now *COMATOSE* and 
Duy *DEAD* the No Doze! (TOM) 

Crank! 1223 Wilshire Blvd. #173, Santa Monica, CA 
90403 

Under Privileged Nation, Demo Tape 

Both female and male vox in this melodic hardcore 
band. Musically they seem a bit intricate. This is 
one of the few things I got this month that I can 
listen to over and over again. 8 songs! (NW) 

2 Pinewood Dr. Dowingtown, PA 19335 

Union 13- East Los Presents...CD 

Amazingly combines the sounds of bands from 
the early 80s all into one. I swear I can hear 7 
Seconds, MIA, Raw Power, and Bad Religion. Half 
the lyrics are sung in Spanish and I dig that. The 
vocals are the high point of the album as are the 
lyrics. Fast and furious, yet I do suffer from fatigue 
oy the album’s end. Union 13 has all the tricks and 
is good to listen to, but it is so dated. Though not 
quite as dated as other Epitaph offerings such as 
DFL, Union 13 does not realize that it’s 1997 not 
1982. I think you can blame the producers of the 
ilbum for that. Produced by Tim and Lars from 
Rancid, and you know those guys are good at mak¬ 
ing new things sound old. (SY) 

Epit aph Records- I Offend 

Uns teady -Double or Nothing, CD 

This is weird, lounge music gone ska. Very strange. 
Not good at all. Lots of horns and organs, not 
much in the way of guitar. This has a very commer- 
:ial feel to it. Big lounge music factor to it. (NW) 

The Untamed Youth - Planet Mace, CD 

Back from the grave, the Untamed Youth heard the 
:heers of the booze hounds demanding their style 
of drag/surf combo that sounds like it is from 
mother decade. The best of the genre, even your 
parents will dig the Untamed Youth. (EA) 

Estr js Records 

The Useless Fucks - Uncle Sid Wants You, 7” 

Pretty darn decent snot punk. They swear, take 
stands on “punk issues” but still keep a sense of 
bumor. How the Queers would sound if they did¬ 
n’t suck. Plus, 8 songs on one 7” and no sign of 
grind.” that’s fucking rare. And good. (GG) 

The Fucks PO Box 417 Greenland, NH 03840 
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The Useless ^ucks - fratboy Fuck You!, Ep| 

Six songs from this New Hampshire band of 
pop-ish punk in a QUEERS-RAMONES tra¬ 
dition with dorky high school lyrics. It 
rhymes, it’s catchy and is a cheap, fun listen 
nut nowhere near capturing any kind of con¬ 
sciousness expansion of RAMONES lines like 
T don’t like Burger King, I don’t like any- 
thing-I’M AGAINST IT!!!” hammered with a 
wall of guitar or driven with the pop-obsessed 
manic bite of the QUEERS. Kind of one- 
liner, fall down, you know the next line before 
you hear it, silly record. “Frat Boy Fuck You” 
High School Sucks”, “Trendy” all these songs 
:ould be written by any of the folks reading 
this right now, but it’s fun to compare notes, 
imited to 500 on orange vinyl. (KS) 

PO Sox 417, Greenland, NH 03840 

The Vaticants - Teenage Ensign, tape 

Speedy old-school punk with strained yelling 
zocals. Your basic one-two beat with a repeat- 
ng chorus. In one song the guitarist pulls off 
i nice early-80’s L.A.-style guitar solo. Not 
?ad. Fans of this genre may want to watch 
out for future releases by this band; me, I’m 
taping over it. (SM) 

Pari Bench Records, 3317 Belden Dr., 

Min leaoplis, MN 55418 

Wa Iside/Shag Van Club - split, LP 

Wallside play brutal pounding screaming 
lardcore that doesn’t let up for a soft part 
:ven once. The songs are pretty original, and 
the vocals sound harsh. Shag Van Club also 
punch their ticket in the hardcore time clock, 
putting in a side of UOA-style hardcore. Not 
\s solid as Wallside, but more diverse in their 
sounds. Good shit. (SM) 

Mai oto PO Box 50403, Kalamazoo, Ml 49005 

We >ton/Digger - Wilkhum to 
Pennsylvania, 7” 

Two bands—two songs each—serving up the 
Dop-punk for the sappy kids who are into it. 
Weston gives you some ketchy tunes about, 
ah, girls basically. The lyrics are kinda bor¬ 
derline cheesy, even though it’s obviously 
meant to be sincere. I don’t know whether 
:o chuckle, or say “There, there. You’ll find 
four Perfect Girl someday!” Heh. On the 
Digger side, one of their songs—“Here I 
Go”—has lyrics strikingly similar to that of 
The Smiths’ “There Is A Light That Never 
‘ Goes Out”, seriously, check it out! Lots of 
;tart-stop/speed up-slow down stuff goin’ on 
lere. Not bad if you’re already into this style 
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of music. There is some sorta homage to the 
Amish and the Mennonites on the insert, 
and on the back of the sleeve, a chipper mass 
group photo of the two bands together. 

Kinda like the all-male version of Friends or 
somethin’. White vinyl is purty. (PK) 

Ho|: eless PO Box 7495, Van Nuys CA, 91409 

White Frogs - Growing Youth, 7” 

This is in my top ten for sure. Very Beefeater 
(and I have never used that reference, I 
think), very Dischord. That was the A-side, 
the flip changes in a new direction and clash 
like the Cape Horn. We get ska/reggae beat 
and it is like oil to water. They just don’t mix 
well on my plate or in my stomach. The 
songs on the A-side are so good though, I still 
recommend to a high degree. (EA) 

Alaima Records 2217 W Belmont St. Apt #3R 
Chi :ago, IL 60618 

Wii etaps-Call Waiting, 7” 

Wow! Nice retro 60’s-style girl led group. I 
don’t think they’re singing about very impor¬ 
tant things, but it shore is fun to listen to. It’s 
light, it’s garagey, and you can dance to it. 

What more do you need? (DS) 

Sup er Electro PO Box 20401 Seattle WA 98102 

Wlochaty - Wojna Przeciwko Ziemi, LP 

This is awesome pounding fast punk with 
incredible political lyrics (translated into 
English from Polish). Although this is in gen¬ 
eral straight up fast punk, they do have a saxo¬ 
phone player in addition to the other 3 typical 
instruments and they do have enough creative 
song writing skills to throw in some energetic 
non-straight ahead punk parts. There is a defi¬ 
nite edge to this that I haven’t heard in 
American punk in a while, a certain sincerity 
and strain of originality that is difficult to 
come by in the States. The booklet that came 
with this is awesome too. There is a picture of 
“Hirochirac” (the former president of France) 
and a graphic with a picture of 4 brains: the 
African, Asian, and European brains are the 
same size but the racist one is small. Yes, I am 
one lucky reviewer today. (KB) 

Nik Nic Nie Wie P0 Box 53 34-400 Nowy Targ 
Pol; md 


Wli >chaty - Bank Swiatowy, 7” 

This is Polish punk at its finest. Very Los 
Crudos in design, sound and content. The 
biggest problem is only one song was trans¬ 
late into English, and I want to know more. 
The title track is Polish for World Bank and I 
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get it that the U$A is being attacked (it is about 
time). Very recommended for those willing to 
take a risk. (EA) 

3ox 68 70-621 Szczecin 12 Poland 


Wolfpack - Hellhound Warpig, 7” 

Swedish metal-core punk rock. Let me quote: 
‘War’s best friend, call my name, all hell breaks 
loose, war is the game.” Or perhaps, “Jesus Christ 
on a pair of rubber crutches....” You get the idea.. 
Nice recording, the Swedes know their death- 
punk-metal-genre well. (EA) 

E-rr ail for info distortion@swipnet 

Word Salad - Specimen, 7” 

Crushing all out hardcore attack . It’s almost fright¬ 
ful. This heavy four piece grind-ensemble kicks out 
six hymns on this platter. Excellent guitar scathing 
executed with quicksilver speed. Vocals shoot out of 
from every member intensifying the sound. Coming 
out of the same Albuquerque scene as Logical 
Nonsense, it is evident that they have equally influ¬ 
enced each other. The cover folds out into an awe¬ 
some poster with artwork done by Leo Gonzales, 
who also does the Logical Nonsense art also. Make 
room in your collection for this one. (SY) 

Prajik, PO Box 410892, San Francisco , CA 94141 

Wokmbath - Writing on the Wall, CD 

The roads are Filled with pop punk bands. On the 
fringes are the incredible bands and the truly hor¬ 
rific bands, while the vast majority fall somewhere 
in the middle. Wormbath falls solidly in the mid¬ 
dle. With the exception of a ska/punk song some¬ 
where in the first half, which definitely blew junks, 
most of the 19 songs were ok. A notch above your 
run of the mill lyrics, surrounded by, in many 
instances, punchless music. (TOM) 

Fouty-two Records P0 Box 983, Levittown, PA 19058 

Yoi ng Pioneers - On Trial, CDEP 

THIS IS IT!!!! O mean really, the closest anyone 
has gotten to my goddamn head as well as Born 
Against did. You know who they are, often they 
goof around a lot in past singles. Perfect record¬ 
ing, Geoff T. did the job, thank you. I may believe 
in noisy punk rock once again. Proves that origi¬ 
nators do it better. (EA) 

Lookout! Records 

Yoi th Against Faciscm - Libertad Y Justicia 
Paia quien?, EP 

This Chicago band’s six song EP follows 
CRUDOS steps in straight forward and stripped 
down urgent hardcore with Spanish lyrics/Vocals 
that all comes off somehow sounding like classic 
Italian Hardcore!!!! Through the tinny production, 
with completely distorted and grating guitar, 


YOUTH AGAINST FASCISM offer heaps of lyri¬ 

cal hope and energy , especially on the title track 
(“Liberty and Justice for who?”)which encourages 
freedom from control, cops and systems. (KS) 
Alaima Records, 2217 W. Belmont ST. Apt. 3R, 
Chicago, II 60618 

Zerfi Guerilla - Trouble Shake, 7” 

Fucked up distortion-blown out loud blues rock. 
Like if “SALT-LICK “era TAD somehow got 
conned into playing the band at Toga party scene 
in “Animal House”. Whatever. The B-side is a 
SAM COOKE cover. (KS) 

Alternative Tentacles Records, P0 Box 419092, San 
Francisco, CA 94141-0892 

V/A| - 720 degrees and Redencion 9-11, split 
tape 

Two South American hardcore bands split a tape. 720 
play speedy Sick Of It All-style hardcore, with macho 
guitar riffs and those gang-of-big-guys background 
vocals. Redencion 9-11 play old-school hardcore as 
well, with less emphasis on machisimo and more 
emphasis on angry screaming. A cool thing. (SM) 
Actitud Mental Positiva Records, C.C. 3893-Correo 
Cer tral (1000), Argentina 

V/Al - Act Your Age, 7” 

Bad indy-nerd comp. (GG) 

Your Age 3244 Locke Ln. Houston, TX 77019 


Act 


V/A - Act Your Age Vol. 33, LP 

Fucking weird European comp with punk, indy 
crap, and metal on one 12” disc. Some good shit, 
some bad. (GG) 
revolution Inside Breite Str. 76 53111 Bonn Germany 

V/A - Bad Stain Records, CD 

A surprisingly solid collection of lesser known 
punk and ska bands from around the US, with 
about half of them being from Arizona, where the 
label is from. Lots of sloppy energetic lo-fi punk 
rock here, from the likes of Ferd Mert, 30 Foot 
Fall, Link 80, The Feds, and 24 others. Definitely 
one of the best compilations I’ve heard in quite 
some time. (MH) 

Bac Stain P0 Box 35254 Phoenix AZ 85069 

VA - Blood Book Magazine, 7”ep 

This seven contains two songs by Integrity and two 
by the Kids of Widney High. Pretty sure that the 
two Integrity songs are available elsewhere, though 
these may be live versions. I say may, cause the 
quality is so good, it sounds like studio stuff. The 
Kids of Widney High, well they are special in every 
way possible. These kids are developmentally dis¬ 
abled from a variety of causes and attend this extra¬ 
ordinary school. The songs were written by them 















nut enhanced by their advisor. Their contributions 

nay not be considered punk isn’t important. That 
:hey challenge their challenges is. The zine that 
wraps this has an interview with several of the kids, 
is well as other interviews, reviews, etc. (TOM) 

Bloc d Book PO Box 770213, Lakewood, OH 44107 

V/A - Enlightenment, 10” 

Very slow, “scary” and shitty (alliteration city...) 
Terror punk comp. 4 bands. (GG) 

Sole dad 120 State NE #236 Olympia, WA 98501 

V/A-For the Kids, 7” 

This record is so warped, my record player refuses 
:o play it. A comp with The Weak Link Breaks, By 
The Grace Of God, Dorian Gray, and Boy Sets 
Fire on it. I have no idea what any of the bands 
;ound like, thanks to the 1 1/2” depression on one 
;ide of the record. Brainy! (DS) 

Diffusion PO Box 1881 Bloomington, IN 47402 

VA ■ For the Sake of Dedication: Straight 
Ed|;e Hardcore Compilation, LP 

Eleven band, eighteen song sXe compilation of 
nands from the US and Europe. Some of the bands 
;hat are included are Ten Yard Fight, Plagued With 
Rage, Mainstrike, and Halfmast. Each and every 
nne of the bands rage on with late 80s style HC, a 
definite plus in my book. The only negatives that I 
:an come up with are that the majority of the 
iongs are the tried and true anti whatever and 
scene songs, as well as the couple of skips I 
^countered on the first side. On the former, I 
[hink its great that they believe what they believe 
md proudly sing about it, but damn, there are 
nther things, some even more important, to sing 
ibout. As for the latter, I hope it’s not a production 
problem. Regardless, good stuff here. (TOM) 
Crucial Response Kaiserfeld 98, Oberhausen, Germany 

V/A - For Those About To Crock, 7” 

4 bands all playing punk hard core that’s done well 
md in a.DIY spirit. Bands on this comp Bear 
Witness (vox sound like Ray Cappo, Shelter peri¬ 
od), Mephotis (funny grind/death), Eighth Day 
(weird), and Anti Crisis (strange punk rock with 
:oo much reverb). This comp is worth it for the 
VIephotis song “Chicken Fucker”. (NW) 

Pun Crock Records P0 box 214 Dolomite, AL 35061 

V/A The Four Squares/Toucan Slam - Doin’ 
Snuff with Roy Scherer, split CD 

Two Chicago-area punk bands split a shiny disc 
iere. The 4-Squares fall closer to the old-school 
lardcore side of the spectrum, while Toucan Slam 
ire more of a punk band, with some pop creeping 
n and a lot of stops and starts. The 4-Squares play 



some pretty angry stomping stuff — I can see a 
uburban VFW hall filled with late-teen boys 
[noshing into each other. Toucan Slam brings to 
nind a garage full of lpds pogoing and slamming 
md drinking beer. Yee haw. (SM) 

Quincy Shanks, PO Box 184, Wayne, IL 60184-184, 

V/A| - Gypsy Records Sampler, 7” 

4 seven inches with 8 bands, from Gypsy records, a 
new label from NY who, according to their press 
letter, are a subsidiary of an “indie” label owned by 
m ex-president of CBS Records. Whatever. 

Gypsy plans to make the New York scene “recog¬ 
nized on a national level”, but I’m just trying to 
figure out what NY scene they are talking about. 
For the most part, the bands on this are heavy 
rockn’roll and not part of any scene I’m interested 
in. The exception is Shelf Life, who have an indie 
rock sound. All very professional, and, well, rock 
md roll. Boring. (MH) 

iy Records 37 West 20th St Suite 1106 NY NY 
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V/A 


- Hot Rock Action, 7” 

Throw this one is the pile of mediocre records. 4 
bands giving you four songs. The roster includes 
Haberdasher, The Spitters, Behind Closed Doors, 
md Buzzoven. Perhaps I am being over critical, but 
it just sounds like these are the songs that were not 
^ood enough to put on the band’s solo releases. 
Though, under produced Buzzoven is a good 
thing. A great cause of listening fatigue are records 
like this. (SY) 

Rep Lilian Records, 403 S. Broadway, Baltimore, MD 
211 31 


V/A 


It Takes a Dummy...To Know a 
[imy..., CD 

With music from the likes of Link 80, Guttermouth, 
Second Hand, et cetera, you should know what to 
expect. And you will not be disappointed. (MD) 
ib Ass Records 6810 Bellaire Dr. New Orleans, LA 
70124 
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V/A| - Mission Creep, LP 

Sampling through this largely Virginia-based compi¬ 
lation, I feel like I’m leafing through someone else’s 
High School year book with them, I can relate to 
the photos because they remind me of photos and 
logos and graphics I know, or remember, the music 
ill reminds me of bands I knew or know, terrible or 
^reat bands I saw once, old friends bands that 
Never Made It”. But as much as I appreciate seeing 
or hearing someone’s memories, there’s no connec¬ 
tion for me. This is largely so-so demo-tape hardcore 
md punk from Eight different bands, and like biol¬ 
ogy classes, homeroom, and after school band prac¬ 
tice, that part of me is done. New ideas are few and 


far between when they’re so desperate needed 
now, and as much as I appreciate what this 
means to the individuals involved, their 
[fiends and how this is something, like their 
bigh-school yearbooks they can look back 
md treasure, it’s just another mediocre mean¬ 
ingless compilation to me. 13 songs with the 
rip of the hat to the DORKS! (KS) 

PIN/ JIVE TURKEY RECORDS 

V/A - We Might Fight a Battle...That 
Can’t Be Won, CD 

This is a great fucking project. 7 HC bands 
from around the world. Included with the CD 
is a booklet with essays and pages from all the 
bands. X-Acto from Portugal play SxE sound¬ 
ing HC (not too much chugga chugga though) 
with strained sounding yelled vocals. Personal 
Choice from Brazil play definite SEHC with 
pouth crew style shouted vocals. Autocontrol 
from Argentina play a more metallic sounding 
form of SEHC. Meanstream from Bulgaria 
play SEHC with small-dog-and-marbles-stuck- 
in-throat type vocals. By All Means from Italy 
;ounds like an old school hardcore band with 
A1 Jourgensen on vocals, a dash of the metal 
influence thrown in for good measure. 
Stonewall from Serbia play metal influenced 
SEHC. SC from Lithuania have a bizarre slow¬ 
paced HC style with occasional horns (they 
definitely need to speed their songs up and 
practice some more). As with all foreign bands, 
there is some different ingredient thrown in 
the mix here that you don’t find in American 
sands. The lyrics are either in English or trans¬ 
lated into English so don’t get your panties in a 
sunch. Overall, a good comp and it definitely 
deserves your support. (KB) 

60F France $13 world Boisleve Y. 7523 35075 
Renpes Cedex 3 France 
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What’s Mine is Yours-The Emo 
ies Chapter One, CD 

Okay. I like a ton of the bands on this 
record (Jimmy Eat World, Jejune, Samiam 
imong many others) but I just can’t see how 
myone can take something that uses the 
term “emo” seriously anymore. There really 
needs to be a better word to describe bands 
like this, ‘cause in 1997, “emo” is a fucking 
joke. (DS) 
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HOLDSTRONG:Nothing in Return cd=39 
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LASH OUT: The Darkest Hour mcd.imp=S8 
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pohgoh 
red level 


immy eat world 
>ave the rocket 
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race car riot 
only airplanes count 
rain etill falls 
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that ships same day'. 
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The first chapter documenting an extraordinary and powerful style of music that possesses the ability to stir 
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camber • beautiful charade S3 
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They are from Mew York. This is their debut album. And they really are as good as 
everyone says they are. ’Camber is one of the best bands ever to work in the emo 
genre*—Seattle Rocket. Emotionally-charged vocals and intense, tension-building 
guitars. This record will touch you.www.rockfetish.com/camber.no.259 cd 
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It's technical skill that allows Walt Mink to straddle the huge chasm between the art- 
rock 70s and pop-rock '90s. What would be an Evel Knievol Snake River jump for 
most bands is like popping a wheelie for Walt Mink"-Consumable. They're the model 
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1993 7" EP their classic debut with 8 songs 
1994 7" EP 9 songs in 8 minutes 
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"EF kill everything in their path. 
These guys will be enormous!" - FLIPSIDE 

"These motherfuckers are a full blast 
powerhouse experience!" - MAXIMUMROCKNROLL 

"Punk Rock just isn’t made like this 
anymore!" - RATIONAL INQUIRER 

"So much snarl, so much groove, 
so much energy!" - F.O.E. 

"Punk the way Punk was supposed to 
be played!" - OVER THE COUNTER 
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"The best Punk album in years!" 

- HIT PARADER 
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ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN 
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Stores! 
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Distributors! 
Get In Touch! 
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JUDI BARI/ Who Bombed Judi Bari? 

Hear the late Earth first! activist and orga¬ 
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"Power violence" from Hew Mexico's most 
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The shape of cool to come with a booty-shakin' 
2-song teaser for winter album. Sam Cooke's 
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My Kind of Fest 
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t was that time of year again. Time 
again for the highlight event of 
underground film, the Chicago 
Underground Film Festival (CUFF), now in 
its 4th year. This year proved to be pretty 
wild. Over 6 days I got a grand total of 14 
hours of sleep—plus I got to see some pretty 
good films! CUFF is the only festival I go to 
every year, no matter what. CUFF has the 
reputation of being a summer camp for film¬ 
makers. It’s totally exciting to see an event 
where people are meeting from all over the 
country, sharing ideas and being influenced 
by each other. I’ve noticed there seems to be 
a group of regulars who come from all over 
the country like Marne Lucas (past fest win¬ 
ner The Operation ), Charles Pinion ( Twisted 
Issues, Red Spirit Lake, We Await), Eric 
Brummer {Joanna Died and Went to Hell, 
Electric Flesh) and Tyler Hubby {Monday 
Morning 9 am, Drive to Work). Actually, 

Tyler and Eric met at CUFF and decided to 
start their own underground film series in 
Hollywood which has been very successful 
(more on them in future issues). With so 
many familiar faces, mingling among the 
new ones, you sense that something else 
important is happening besides a really good 
film festival. 

Even taken just as a film festival,, CUFF 
has the best of the current crop of under¬ 
ground films. Unlike some “underground” 
fests, CUFF’s definition of what “under¬ 
ground” means is very broad; encapsuling 
angry chicks, artistic visions, blood ‘n’ guts 


‘n’ gore, experimental meanderings, kooky 
animation, bad gay boys, cynical dykes, 
ambitious shorts, risk-taking features, deliri¬ 
ous documentaries, punk rock movies, sci-fi 
tales, drug freakouts and much, much more. 

What makes CUFF stand out from the 
pack even further is the fact that every year 
they honor great directors from the past, 
which gives the new stuff a good sense of con¬ 
text. In years past, gusts have included under¬ 
ground visionaries like Richard Kern, George 
Kuchar, the Subgenius’ Rev. Ivan Stang, 
Kenneth Anger, Guy Madden, Nick Zedd. 

This year’s guests John Waters (!!) and Beth B. 

CUFF was started by Jay Bliznick and 
Bryan Wendorff, a couple of guys who 
worked in a video store together. I first 
heard of their fest in 1993 when I was at the 
Chicago International Film Festival and try¬ 
ing to sell a tape of my film, I was a Teenage 
Serial Killer, at some restaurant/video store. 
The woman behind the counter told me, 
“Some dishwasher here is doing this festi¬ 
val,” and gave me this weird flier about an 
“underground” festival (I had never heard of 
an underground festival before). 

Originally set up more like a comic/sci- 
fi convention with a dealer room, they got a 
full page ad in Film Threat and were over¬ 
whelmed with responses. The festival took 
off in more of a punk direction, getting bet¬ 
ter and better each year. 

Here’s what I saw this year: 

Wednesday’s opening night film was 
Frank Grow’s Love God [see review in PP18]. 


The film, with its breakneck speed, intense 
visuals, abrasive rockin’ music and in yer 
face all-out assault, was a perfect choice to 
kick off the fest. Afterwards was a party at 
the local club Thurston’s, where visiting 
filmmakers lost their voices hobnobbing over 
the din of the bands. 

Thursday’s strongest screening was 
“Viva Les Girls,” a program of kick ass girl 
shorts. The screening started with Jennifer 
Reeder’s Law of Desire: Clit-O-Matic 2 in 
which our hero, White Trash Girl, helps out 
her friend, Tre-lita, glamorous sex worker 
extradordmaire. It’s a pop culture smorgas¬ 
bord, ending with WTG’s warning: “Suck 
my dick!” Next up was (The Elaborate) 
Empire of Ache by Lisa Hammer, featuring 
comic book diva, Dame Darcy. The film is a 
creepy, alternate universe that utilized the 
style of early silent German expressionist 
films—it was like Alice in Wonderland 
meets the dungeon meets Melies. Shift gears 
to Nowhere Fast by Saskia Jell, an amazing 
‘recreation’ of how the Lunachicks actually 
formed. The girls are tough as fuck and the 
story is completely followable and funny 
with one of the Lunachicks muttering in her 
NY accent “I hate nuns!” The filmmaking is 
fun and inventive and is better than most 
band films—in fact, it’s better than most 
music videos! The film that topped it all off 
was Grace Has Mace by Julianne Berg and 
Patrick InZetta, a punker version of Ms 45 
that seethes with tension and grit. Candace 
Correll is incredibly interesting to watch as 









by Sarah Jacobson 


won top honors with the score of 166. It 
was like a movie in itself! 

Friday featured the Jeff Krulik program. 
First off was Heavy Metal Parking Lot , the 
famed video bootleg of wasted metalheads in 
the parking lot before a Judas Priest concert, 
followed by it’s sequel, Neil Diamond 
Parking Lot , made a decade later. A harsh 
180 from the goofy metalheads of Heavy 
Metal , Neil Diamond lets us meet the sweet 
old ladies who recount the numerous times 
they’ve seen Neil Diamond. It’s the perfect 
follow up. Next up was King of Porn, a look 
at Ralph Wittington, who boasts the largest 
porn collection in the country, having 
already promised it to the Museum of 
Modern Art when he dies. The guy is so 
serious, it’s hysterical. Then there’s Mr. 

Blassie Goes to Washington , a scary video tour 
diary of the boisterous former wrestler who 
named himself “The King of Men” and who 
claims to have coined the term “pencil 
necked geeks.” Krulik sets him up with a 
limo and a gaggle of bimbos as they tour the 
nation’s capital. Mr. Blassie gets totally into 
the role with his gaudy sequin jacket and 
huge gold medallion as he presses the flesh 
with the common folk and fondly recalls his 
work with the late Andy Kaufman. Truly a 
strange movie. And who can forget Ernest 
Borgnine on Tour , which must be seen to be 
believed. Yes, that’s right, the Ernest 
Borgnine tours America in his super- 
equipped luxury bus where he visits, among 
other things, the Miller beer plant and he 


she goes from victim business woman on the 
streets to don’t-mess-with-me shitkicker. The 
camerawork was beautiful and the sound 
design was creative without being annoying. 
One of the film’s highlights was a head-spin¬ 
ning sequence of guy after guy after guy get¬ 
ting maced in a row, only to be the heroine’s 
masturbation fantasy as she satisfies herself 
with her phallic-shaped Mace can. But the 
film is deeper than just B-movie refer¬ 
ences—it shows a side of female vengeance 
that is familiar and powerful. This film is a 
gem. These four films went so well together. 
It’s nice to see girls being gross and strange 
and making amazing movies. 

Thursday night ended with the Late- 
Night Drunken Bowling Extravaganza 
which pitted the Chicagans (featuring So 
Wrong They're Right filmmaker Russ Forster 
and music video king Jeff Economy) against 
the “Long Hairs,” (teaming up the follical- 
ly-enhanced L.A. Filmmakers Marcel Dejure 
and Eric Brummer with Matthew T from 
Cleveland rounding out the team), and the 
San Franciscans (including Charles Pinion, 
Tyler Hubby, the Rainbow Mans Sam 
Green, yours truly and token Portlander 
Marne Lucas). Well, the Longhairs kicked 
butt with an average of 104 and the 
Chicagans won for style points, having the 
most “creative form.” But the San Francisco 
group boasted last year’s bowling champ, 
Charles Pinion who edged out Marcel 
Dejure by one point during the last frame 
where he bowled two strikes in a row and 
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CUFF organizers Jay Bliznick & Bryan Wendorff 



gets his own hard-hat that says ‘Ernie’ on it. 
There’s even a segment where Ernest’s Xmas 
card of him and Krulik ends up on Howard 
Stern’s TV show. The whole program 
cements Krulik’s reputation as King of the 
Pop Culture Oddity. 

That night there was a surprise mid¬ 
night screening of the rough cut of Jim Van 
Bebber’s eagerly awaited Charlies Family y 
which he has been working on for nine 
years. The film was so dense, so chaotic, so 
violent, bloody and relentless that it was 
physically exhausting. Charlie’s Family is a 
multi-layered narrative that recreates the 
Manson phenomenon, focusing on the ‘fam¬ 
ily’ more than Manson himself. The film uti¬ 
lizes recreation of the past stories, modern 
day “interviews” with family members, a 
news magazine 10-years-later report, and a 
parallel look at the thugs of today. I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen a film that is as full of 
sex and blood and nudity and violence as 
Charlie’s Family. The film is hyper-realistic 
and there are no flaws in the filmmaking, 
acting, special effects or story to help ease 
the discomfort of identifying with the down¬ 
ward slide of their utopian ideal hippie exis¬ 
tence to murderous cult gang. Van Bebber 
has been dealing with themes of Satanic 
murder and middle class evil for so long in 
his past films {My Sweet Satan , Deadbeat at 
Dawn) that he remains five steps ahead of 
any kind of cheesy Manson fetishism. Even 
the most jaded underground moviegoer was 
rubbed raw by the film’s end. Van Bebber 
was trying to do his question and answer as 
calmly as possible, but since he was tripping 
his brains out the whole time, he came off a 
little spacey. I just couldn’t believe he could 
watch that film on acid. Yikes! 

Saturday brought along incredible thun¬ 
derstorms that eventually flooded the city. It 
added to the experience of watching films as 
thunder boomed in the background. The 
lazy-day feel made for a perfect atmosphere 
for Banks Tarver’s excellent documentary 
Watch Me Jumpstart , a study of the band 
Guided By Voices from Dayton, Ohio. The 
attitude of the band was very similar to the 
attitude of CUFF—doing things yourself 
because you love to do it. This film was the 
equivalent of a warm sweater on a rainy day. 
Also good was the trailer for the upcoming 
film An Incredible Simulation , a documen¬ 
tary about tribute bands by Russ Forster, 
Darren Hacker, Dan Sutherland and Jeff 
Economy. Featuring Kiss and Neil Diamond 


look-a-likes, among others, it was a funny, 
absurd and entertaining even in the 5 
minute long trailer. Billed as “The nation’s 
#1 tribute film” and “Not the real thing,” I 
can’t wait to see this thing finished. 

Later on, the rain had gotten so bad 
that it took several filmmakers an hour to 
slosh through several feet of water to return 
from Jack Sargeant’s signing of his new 
book, The Naked Lens , about the Beat 
films—normally, it’s a 10 minute trip. 

Earlier in the day Sargeant (also author 
of Deathtripping - The Cinema of 
Transgression ) showed two rarely seen beat 
films. Pull My Daisy , by Robert Frank and 
Alfred Leslie, narrated by a frenetic Jack 
Kerouac and features Allen Ginsberg and 
Gregory Corson. Wholly Communion is a 
compelling documentary by Peter Whitehead 
that showcases the International Poetry 
Incarnation at the Royal Albert Hall in 
London in 1965, which sounds like it could 
be really boring but the film boasts readings 
from Allan Ginsberg, Gregory Corson, 
Lawrence Ferlinghetti, Harry Fainlight, 
among others and there’s a great scene where 
some English poet has a hissy fit because he 
wants to read longer. 

The bad weather did not keep the 
crowds coming out to see A Gun for Jennifer, 
which had every hipster filmmaker in atten¬ 
dance to check out this strippers-kill-sexist- 
pigs extravaganza. 

Sunday, the last day of CUFF, started 
off strong with an amazing stop motion short 
film called Wig Rodeo by Marcel Dejure. The 
film was a sordid vision which could only 
come from a twisted mind. The film’s use of 
stop motion, which utilizes humans instead 
of objects, gave the film an otherworldly, 
silent-movie feel. I’m not sure what the story 
was, but it felt like a study of a woman’s 
mundane life as she works at a dead end job 
and suffers a boring marriage. Absurd 
moments like a woman with her mouth on 
crooked and our heroine working in a factory 
making wire hangers by hand (excellent use 
of backwards stop motion) reminds me of 
early Dada filmmaking efforts. Truly a chaot¬ 
ic and compelling mediation. 

Later in the day, CUFF pulled out all 
the stops and brought in John Waters (!!), 
the father of us all, to present his classic film 
Female Trouble. But the real fun started 
when he spoke on “The Making of Pink 
Flamingos” panel with Mink Stole, Elizabeth 
Coffee (the transvestite in the film who is 
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now a total woman) and Bob Mayer, who 
presented his amazing film Love Letter to 
Edie , the true story of Waters’ star Edith 
Massey and how she rose to fame. The 
unflappable Edie learns to tap dance at the 
orphanage where she grew up, becomes a go- 
go dancer, meets Don Ameche, hops 
freights, opens a bar in Oklahoma, becomes 
a lovable madam, and then makes her way to 
Baltimore as she “worked the block.” She 
ran a successful thrift store and was a bar¬ 
maid where Waters, with his long hair and 
sleazy look, asks her to be in his movies. She 
looks at the camera and replies, “Who me?!” 
in a manner that is pure cheese and charm. 
The whole thing was very glamorous and is 
highly recommended. 


fucked up!” His first good review for the 
film came 20 years after its release and the 
whole film costs $12,000 which Waters esti¬ 
mates would equal $50,000 today. He shot 
the film single sequence (the sound on the 
actual film) and edited the whole movie on a 
projector. It was so cool and inspiring, he’s 
my hero! 

The extravaganza ended with “An 
Evening with John Waters” as he shared 
anecdotes and confided that he wished he 
had quit school at 16 because he “could have 
made two more movies!” Afterwards, film¬ 
makers were falling over themselves to come 
in contact with the King of Trash and I’m 
sure Waters needed an extra suitcase to take 
all the videotapes given to him back to 



The CUFF Award Winners 


Features: HALF SPIRIT - THE VOICE OF THE SPIDER by Henri Barges, 
1st place 

THE SELLER by Craig Schlattman, 2nd place 

Shorts: MEAT by Jason Hernandez-Rosenblatt, 1st place 

DAVEY AND THE SON OF GOLIATH by Corky Quakenbush, 2nd place 

Experimental: PREMENSTRUAL SPOTTING by Machiko Saito, 1st place 
WIG RODEO Marcel DeJure, 2nd place 

o 

Documentary: THE RAINBOW MAN/JOHN 3:16 by Sam Green, 1st place 
OUT OF THE LOOP by Scott Peterson, 2nd place 

Audience Choice Feature: CHARLIE’S FAMILY by Jim Van Bebber 
Audience Choice Short: THE CONFESSION by Edwin Baker 



Then we saw amazing behind-the-scenes 
footage of Pink Flamingos where Waters 
filmed himself bossing everyone around. All 
the regulars are here, including the ultra-fab¬ 
ulous Divine, and they all confide that the 
hardest part about being in Waters’ movies is 
having to memorize pages and pages and 
pages of dialogue, all performed in one shot 
and, many times, one take. It’s so cool to see 
outtakes and the preparation for the infa¬ 
mous dogshit scene. I can’t believe someone 
filmed the making of this classic! After the 
films, Waters shared how he got most of the 
ideas for the script on his way to the 
Manson trials (him and Van Bebber had a 
pretty intense Manson discussion later) and 
how when he showed Pink Flamingos to pris¬ 
oners they all said to him, “Man, you’re 


Baltimore. Later during the award cere¬ 
monies as he collected the Jack Smith 
Lifetime Achievement Award, there was an 
intense feeling of pride as the man who suc¬ 
cessfully bridged the gap between experi¬ 
mental film and Hollywood melodrama was 
still cool enough to honor a festival that 
sprung from his legacy. 

As the closing night party started to 
wane, everyone agreed that it was another 
great year for the Chicago Underground 
Film Festival. Now CUFF has the task of 
trying to top this year’s fest next year. I can’t 
wait to see what they come up with. ® 


Contact info: 

8 An Incredible Simulation , P.O. 
Box 14402, Chicago, IL 60614- 
0402, economy@tezcat.com, 

® Clit-O'Matic , Jennifer Reeder, 
1420 W. Erie #3R, Chicago, IL 
60622, 

# Love Letter to Edie , 
videos.com, 202 S. Pearl St. #4, 
Charlotte, MI 48813 

& (The Elaborate) Empire of 
Ache , Lisa Hammer, P.O. Box 
245 Prince St. Stn, NY, NY 
10012, sacrumtrch@aol.com 

#Jeff Krulik, 3221 Connecticut 
Ave NW, #308, Washington 
D.C. 20008, jeff.krulik@inter- 
netmci.com (he loves to get sto¬ 
ries of where people saw Heavy 
Metal Parking Lot) 

Grace Has Mace , Julianne 
Berg, XLS Productions, 208 
Avenue B #5, NY, NY 10009 

# A Gun for Jennifer , 324 E. 4th 
St. #4, NY, NY 10009, 
debtwiss@aol.com 

® Nowhere Fast , Saskia Jell, 451 
Broome St., NY, NY 10013 

& Watch Me Jump start , Banks 
Tarver, 1290 Dolores St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110, 
lbtarver@aol.com 

K Wig Rodeo , Marcel DeJure, 

P.O. Box 291516, LA, CA 
90029 

& Jack Sargeant - jacktext@fast- 
net.co.uk 

For more info on CUFF: (773) 
862-4182 e-mail: info@cuff.org 
web: www.cuff.org 
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VIMHL COMMUNICATIONS 


merzbow - oersted 

__ [VCio/f] 

tit wrench - live! 8-11-96 

_— [VC106] 

the haters - mind the gap 

_ [VC107] 

delta 9 - alpha decay 

____[VC109] 

the spacewiirm- army of god 

-[VC111CD / VC111 LP] 

merzbow - hybrid noisebloom 

- [VC113] 

zipper spy - watch your damage 

- [VC114] 

lesser - gigolo cop 

-[VC115] 
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Check out our website for the latest releases and Real Audio samples. 


[ Extinguish 'Zine 5.72 Pages. Just $2. Send checks, MO's or well concealed cosh to: 
2011 Booth St. Simi Valley. CA 93065 


Pure, energized sk8 rock with influences by 
classic bands such as ALL and Descendants! 


po box 3834 

cherry hill, nj. 08034-0592 

fax: 609 663 4764 

email: onefoot@onefoot.co.nz 


$10USppd in N. America 
$12 US ppd elsewhere 
Distributed by: 

Sounds Of California. Surefire. 

MS, Rotz, Smash. H A I L. & Cargo Canada 
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Summer brings a 
thinner review sec¬ 
tion thanks to a 
number of our zine 
reviewers taking off 
without telling us 
(brainy move, guys). 
Apologies to those 
not reviewed, you’ll 
be in next issue. 
This issue’s 
reviewers: 

Brian Czarnik (BC) 
Eric Action (EA) 
Joan Pixie (JP) 
Kim Bae (KB) 
Scott MacDonald (SM) 
Dan Sinker (DS) 




□ 




£E 

n@ 


0 

B 


59 cents, #19 May/June 

WNBA rundown that makes you an expert on the 
women’s league In the matter of two pages 
starts this zine off. What made me realize that 
this is the ultimate hodge podge zine: a beer 
review page across from the Vegan explorer. 
Anyways, a little pricey but the mix of ideas 
make this an interesting read to anyone. (EA) 

$2 PO Box 19806 Seatlle, WA 98109 

A Punk Kid Walks Into a Bar #8 

OK, I think this zine has an amazing amount of 
potential. The writing style is excellent, I laughed 
out loud several times while reading it, and a lot 
of ideas in it are creative but this kid just needs 
to graduate from high school, actually have 
something interesting to write about, and not 
have so much goddamn free time on his hands 
(and the layouts are pretty clumsy and blocky). 
Seriously, your writ¬ 
ing style is great 
(and trust me, I’m 
not trying to sugar- 
coat my criticism) 
and I really wanted 
to like this but there 
was virtually no sub¬ 
stance here except 
for the hilarious 
guide to grammar 
which is a great 
idea. And don’t let 
that Dr. Nick kid con¬ 
tribute anymore; he 
just sounds like a 
bored white subur¬ 
ban kid without your 
gift of creativity. If 
anybody out there 
wants to see an 
example of how 
somebody can take 
something absolutely 
mundane and make 
it sound interesting, 
get this because 
that's what this is all 
about. A long intro, a 
piece on the editor’s anal retentiveness, a story 
about shooting shit with a pellet gun, etc. (KB) 

2 stamps Barclay PO Box 254 Rye, NY 10580 

Age Of Ideas #1 

Wow! I was very skeptical at first because the 
cover art was cheezy and the layout was non¬ 
existent (like reading a term paper). But, I’ve got 
to say that I was very moved by Zach’s short sto¬ 
ries. They tackle social issues with such determi¬ 
nation and tact. The first story about pianos 
falling from the sky and everyone pretending that 
nothing was happening was one of the best 
analogies for the world’s current state of apathy 
I’ve ever heard. Other highlights include the story 


of the Breadman who is buried neck deep in dirt while his community is 
destroyed by “development”, and a bird-flipper’s encounter with jocks who 
want to rip off his middle fingers. Zach writes this well at the age of 14 but 
pleads at the end of his ‘zine for submissions because he doesn’t want to do 
Age Of Ideas all by himself. To which I say, keep doing it yourself Zach, it’s 
fucking brilliant! This kid is a genius. (JS) 

$2 ppd; Zach Savich , 8043 Deschutes Ct., Olympia, WA, 98501 

Alarm Clock #33 

A zine comprised of almost entirely uncritical reviews of “women in music." I 
understand the concept here, giving props to girl rockers, but I find the follow 
through leaves me cold. What’s the point of blindly supporting anything, irre- 
gardless of modes of production, the actual quality, and the intent. And why is 
Marilyn Manson in here? (DS) 

$2.50; PO Box 1551 Royal Oak, Ml 48068-1551 

All the Pretty Houses #2 

A small, square zine, with one sentence in large type filling each page. One 
letter on each page is highlighted, ‘a’ on page one, ‘b’ on page two, etc., to 
spell out the alphabet. Each sentence is one fact about the author's life. It’s 
a nice little piece of bathroom reading. (SM) 

PO Box 460692, Escondido, CA 92046 $1 

Animal Liberationist #3 

While I agree with the contents of this zine, I can call 
it for what it is—another example of preaching to the 
converted. The “Why Go Vegan" articles are all 
backed up by researched facts, but the initial article, 
the pompous, mocking “Arguing With A Flesh Eater” 
is enough to turn off a new reader from the get-go. 
More focus should be given to the recipe section and 
how one can continue to live a healthy lifestyle, 
rather than dictating reasons why, when those who 
are reading already know them. (JM) 

$2; do Nate Everett, PO Box 71, Manchester, MA 01944 



Backseat #3 

A compilation of articles and interviews put together 
by a straight edge vegan who wants to work in the 
graphic arts industry. Her designJs great, although a 
little understated, and I’m sure that she would have 
liked the glossy cover to come out better. As for the 
articles, everything is copacetic including a windy 
defense of Christianity which was interesting to read 
because the author addressed the many problems 
with his religion. Quite the task. Another great article 
on overpopulation explained the effect breeding 
could have on the continuing struggles of non- 
humyn animals (just read it). One major problem I 
had was how the editor Nicole wrote such an intriguing intro but then disap¬ 
peared for the rest of the issue (other than a couple of boring interviews). 
She even got someone else to review records. But, as a collection of opin¬ 
ions, this works. (JS) 

$2 ppd; PO Box 14113, Minneapolis, MN, 55414; olso0765@gold.tc.umn.edu 

Badass Nation #4 

The guy who does this zine spends a lot of space criticizing “fashion punk," 
but does little to separate his zine from the world of generic punk rawk 
mediocrity where most such punks dwell. The formula is followed here: 
interview spiky punk bands, have a bunch of anti-cop propaganda, throw in 
the obligatory music and show reviews, and type up some years-old crap 
about how to scam the post office. Trite and tired, this zine can best be 

described as lame. (SM) 

1032 Goodwin Lane, West Chester, PA 19382 $1 



































A Ballad Against Work 

This is a dry-as-a-bone booklet against... You guess it, Work. Why this is 
called a "ballad,” which would imply poetry and songs, instead of a "clinical 
study" which is much more accurate, I don’t know. But, it’s from India, so 
props go out for that. (DS) 

no price; Majdoor Library, Autopin Jhuggi, NIT, Faridabad 121001, India 

Basic Motor Skills #1 

I wasted my time reading the ‘zine and record reviews which were staler 
than (drum roll) year old bread (cymbal). Yup, that’s comedy. Some well 
researched articles by David Palmer (also a Dwgsht columnist at one time I 
think) whose opinions I never agree with but always read. Some info on 
Palmer’s d.i.y internet search engine to be found at www.diysearch.com. 
Can’t believe I just plugged a home page address in a ‘zine review. The 
most exciting piece was a short story about a guy who stays home from 
work sick so he can hire a prositute. It was done in the rude and lewd 
porno mag letters section style. Pretty bad when that’s the highlight of this 
whole experience. (JS) 

No address; tracy@upstatepress.com 

Bastiaxis Bastian #1 

An endearing first issue done by a college kid 
named “Bastian”—not her real name of course. 

There is writing about life changes, dragonflies, 
severe depression, Candy Machine, her best 
friends, Liz Phair, the subjec-tivity of sXe, No 
Means No, and bunches of other stuff too! Cut 
‘n’ paste to the max. This zine is just bubbling 
with honesty, it almost makes up for her love of 
Pearl Jam. Yikes! Oh, and Bastian wins punk 
points for binding the pages of her pub together 
with safety pins! Now I can taper the bottoms of 
my workman pants in style daddy-o. (PK) 

SI; Bastian, PO Box 3203, Gretna LA, 70054 

Beans and Franks #1 

Loads of ads for itself, and stories that were kinda 
boring. Maybe these lads should just shoot the 
breeze with themeselves and not do a zine about 
it. And to think that Jake the Snake isn’t 
metioned once in this zine. Maybe some bored 
people might like this. (BC) 

SI.00 Beans and Franks PO Box 1851 Pensacola, FI. 32589 

Beans & Franks #9 

Lots of little stories. Stories about changes. 

Stories about trips. Stories about bikes. Getting 
beaten by cops. Cops on bikes. Bikes getting 
stolen. Mullet stories. Skateboarding tickets. 

It’s a lot of fun if you like this kind of thing, which I do. And in spite of the 
seeming scatteredness, it all comes together, as if each story is describing a 
different view of the same scene. (JC) 
no price; PO Box 1851, Pensacola, FL 32589 



Bigot #5 

This is a pretty run-of-the-mill cut and paste zine except it’s from 
Singapore. Letters, columns, interviews (with Force Vomit, a really shitty 
one with Unde-raged, and a really long but good one with Fugazi), 
reviews, etc. There is a pronounced emphasis on the local scene and 
with weird statements like, "the key to an open mind is a balance 
between bigotry and fanaticism” scattered throughout, the info on local 
happenings is the only real reason to get this zine. (KB) 

$2 Sin. R-Vin Hougang Ave. 1 Blk 234 #10-262 Singapore 530234 

Blind to Faith #2 

This is certainly an improvement over issue #1 with smaller graphics 
and text and much better interviews. This is undeniably a music zine; 
the content is composed of an intro page, 4 band interviews, reviews, 
and band photos. The Asshole Parade interview was about 5 pages long 
and pretty comprehensive though some of the interviewee’s (the vocal¬ 
ist) comments were extremely annoying. There is a 6 page interview with 
the vocalist of In/humanity that is hilarious; he talks aobut pulling a real¬ 
ly disgusting prank on the aforementioned guy from Asshole Parade as 
well as his stint as a male stripper among other 
things. The reprinted interview with Fang is 
goofy and funny as hell. The “interview with 
C.R.” is quite strange. It is done with the gui¬ 
tarist - after the band had already broken up. 
And the guy’s explanations for 2 controversial 
songs left a bad taste in my mouth (one appar¬ 
ently about welfare scammers and another 
apparently about capital punishment). The pho¬ 
tos are kind of weird. Most of them aren’t very 
good and look to be extremely unflattering to 
the subjects. (KB) 

$1 PO Box 771296 Lakewood, OH 44107 
Break Up 

This is a decent little cartoon story that leads 
up to a mailorder for Break Up Records. The 
story revolves around a boy who has one man 
telling him to be a jazz swinger and another 
telling him to be a rocker. A funny part is where 
a book about Kenny G. is called “Weasel of the 
Woodwind." Now that’s funny and I know funny! 

I am kinda like Bobby the Brain. So get this 
funny stuff now. (BC) 

1 Stamp Break Up Records 91 E. Patterson Ave. 
Columbus, Ohio 43202 

Break Up? 

A hilarious little comic about how listening to 
rock’n’roll with send you straight to hell where 
Buddy Holly lives. Pretty goofy especially when it turns out to be an 
extended ad for a label called Break-Up! Records. Hmmm, gotta admire 
their ingenuity. (JS) 

91 East Patterson Ave., Columbus, OH, 43202 


Besmirched 

This is one high quality zine. Lots of quality interviews including Punk 
Planet’s own Sarah Jacobson, Walter Keane, a stripper, cartoonist and a 
hypnotist. But that is not all, you get little comics, reviews and some superb 
letters to the editor. This is the best zine of the month for me. Yeeah, 
Besmirched. (EA) 

SI.50 or $1 +3stamps PO Box 2961 Vista CA 92085 


Bus 6 #6 

Formerly called Lunatic Fringe, this has got to be one of the most 
annoying zines I’ve ever read. Hate to sound ageist but it’s done by a 
16 year old girl yet sounds like it was done by a 13 year old. Picture a 
girl with her eyes rolled up, a finger on her cheek going, “Ummm, I don’t 
know, like blah blah blah,” about a bunch of shit no one cares about. 
Perhaps if she was a good writer some of this could be interesting. Bits 
and pieces of her life, pretty drab stories about her friendships, rambling 
superficial articles on grrrl punk and women on TV (that I thought would 





































































be cool when I first saw it but was lame) and other miscellaneous not- 
so-goodies. (KB) 

$1+2 stamps or trade Laura PO Box 71 Princeton Jet, NJ 08550 

Cholesterol Junkie #7 

In between the interviews with Ferd Mert and Mike Park and the reviews, 
this zine has some great reading. Really funny reviews of former teachers, 
a compelling history of shit, a blow-by-blow of an insane TV preacher’s 
antics, the myth of Pope Joan, the cool people at somebody’s job, point¬ 
less vandalism, and the editor’s neighbor Rod. Good dang stuff. (SM) 

PO Box 116, Long Lake, MN 55356 $1.50 

Chumpire #75, 77, 78 

As usual, I hated reading this though these issues were a bit easier on 
the eyes than previous ones. #75 had these go-nowhere stories about 
a highway and casinos and some boring facts about Pennsylvania. 
Numbers 77 and 78 are comprised of little blurbs and reviews - all of 
which were ho-hum. These issues totaled 8 pages together and I could¬ 
n’t even make it through them all. I will never understand why this zine 
is so popular. (KB) 

stamp per issue PO Box 680 Conneuat Lake, PA 

16316-0680 

Chumpire #’s 86 and 87 

Two 8 x 11 pages, double-sided, of straight- 
ahead text in a non-overwhelming layout. I 
really like how Greg Knowles can take so lit¬ 
tle space, coupled with a few minutes of 
your time, and manage to let you in as to 
what the heck has been going on in his life. 

Music, book, zine, and movie reviews, plus 
his nurturing experience as a Tamagotchi 
(Japanese keychain-pet phenom) owner. 

But perhaps the most poignant writing in 
these issues is about dealing with his ill 
father. I could particularly relate to this, 
having dealt with my own dad’s massive 
heart attack a few springs ago. Definitely 
worth checking out. (PK) 

1 stamp; PO Box 680, Conncaut Lake PA, 16316-0680 

Cinema Revue #11 

For a zine of this title, it is surprising to find 
only one page of film reviews. Instead, this 
zine is mainly based around articles about 
musicians that William has seen perform 
(Merle Haggard, Paul Westerberg, and Willie 
Nelson are some of those featured). Also 
included are tips on visiting Mexico and an 
article on the SXSW music conference. 

Overall, too many pages are filled up by large handwriting and the zine 
lacks overall continuity. (JM) 

$2; PO Box 40611, Memphis, TN 38174 

Cimabue Fanzine #5 

This ‘zine made me laugh. The random acts of evil played out by Jamie 
and his pals are gut-busting, especially their attack on their college room¬ 
mate Bong. He entitles his articles things like Jamie vs. Liars, Jamie vs 
Rev. Norb (interview with the Norbster), and there should have been one 
called Jamie vs. The Courts ("So it seems that I cannot stay out of court”). 
Also, the inside front cover has the quintessential background for a cut 
and paste ‘zine - exacto knives. No reviews, thankfully. Mostly, this is full 
of goofy writings on teen angst. Teen angst? Can I still say that? (JS) 

Stamps; 6 Kings Crossing Ct. Apt. D, Cockeysville, MD, 21030 


A Compilation Created By The Independent Arts Coalition of Sonoma 
County #? 

Not so much a zine as it is real thick booklet. This is a compilation of art, 
poetry, articles, infosheets, and tons more! Put out by the volun-teers at the 
I.A.C., this huge pub is punk as funk! There is so much going on here that I 
cannot possibly list it all. Practically everything within the realm of punk 
(hippie? Hee.) politics can be found within these pages in some form or 
other. You would have to be a total asshole to not be into this. Megavalue 
for your dollah. I would particularly encourage people in the Santa Rosa 
area to check out the collective if they haven’t done so already. Sounds 
pretty rad. (PK) 

$3 or $2 + 4 stamps; The Independent Arts Coalition, PO Boat 15306, SantaRosa CA, 95402 
Corporatedeathburger #1 

This zine comes from the Great White North (like Brett The Hitman Hart), and 
is lackluster at best. It is a big stroke fest for Scratch records and this band 
called Sparkmarker. It comes with a tape of the band, and I thought that the 
emo-hippy band was kinda bad. This all just wasn’t for me. It wasted about 4 
minutes of my life. I might sue these Canadians for this! (BC) 

B.C. V3J 6Z9 Canada 

The Crucial Times #2, 3, 4 
To be very blunt, Christian punk/HC gives m6 the 
fucking creeps. It seems the editor and most of the 
people he’s involved with are sort of posi-Christians 
(as opposed to fire and brimstone types) but the 
obvious anti-choice slant is very bothersome. I can’t 
objectively review this and just talk about writing style 
and content because the He/Lord/Jesus thing is just 
so prominent I can’t get past it. Man, I wish the edi¬ 
tor hadn't sent such a nice note with the zines 
because my initial feeling of being completely turned 
off was softened up a bit by the nice guy persona. 
Fuck. The fact that this zine exists really bugs me. 
Many minute details of this zine bothered me. And 
the goddamn sermons were flat out fucking annoy¬ 
ing. There. Done. (KB) 

2 stamps or $1 for 2 issues PO Box 190 Shawnee-on- 
Delaware, PA 18356 

Damyata #4 

Very typical, yet sincere personal zine. I would take 
Damyata over 90% of the zines out there. Kinda like 
good rock-n-roll, it doesn’t break any new ground but 
is oh so successful. Quality wrting that makes you 
feel like Sera is right in your room talking to you. (EA) 
PO Box 4056, MSCm 3001 Broadway NY NY 10027 

Diet Society #6,7 

Interesting statistics about Mexico City -vs- New \brk 
in crime, (they are about the same) Except the Mexicans are freaking out 
about the high crime rate, and us Americans have grown use to it. Which says 
a lot about how we need to wake up and hold life in high reguard again. A 
Zapatistaupdate section, and an article about some of the coolest martial art 
flicks. A very well done zine. Kinda like The Macho Man Randy Savage. (BC) 

$1.00 4520 Bennett ave. #213 Austin, Texas 78751-4134 

Drinkin’ Pariffin #1 

A fairly large punk rock zine, complete with pictures of battles with cops, 
reviews, and interviews with Citizen Fish, Restarts, and Loophole. The wnting is 
really hard to read, having been printed on a crappy dot matrix printer. One 
thing I could read was an anti-Star Wars essay ... I can hear the punks crying, 
blasphemy now. Anyway, the sloppyness of this zine really detracts from it. (SM) 

19 Parkgate Road, Reigate, Surrey, UK RH2 7JL $2 


$4.00 p.o. Bax 1234 Coquitlam, 



















Eleven #1 

This is a perzine with a very sad quality to it. There is a story about the editor 
meeting a young runaway, a story of the editor’s discovery of punk (yes, it was 
sad!), and a piece on his supposed learning disability (which explains the hor¬ 
rendous spelling). It’s not all sad though, there are these hilarious stories 
about the editor’s stint on the cross country and track team in high school 
and about a time when a friend of his broke his toe and stabbed him with a 
pen, an inspirational story about the same friend going public about being 
raped in the rapist’s workplace, and some miscellaneous other tidbits and art. 

I wouldn’t exactly say this guy is some kind of genius writer but he writes in 
an honest, simplistic, almost childlike, way that is compelling. Plus, I met him 
in San Fran and he was cool to hang out with (hey, that kind of thing matters, 
you know). (KB) 

$1? or trade Josh Redd 1826 Virnankay Ann Arbor, MI 48103 

En Depit De Tout 

I don’t speak French. I can’t even pretend to speak French. However, thanks 
to the giveaway "Conduis Le Wohlwhip Cometbus” on the back cover, and the 
familiar handwriting inside, I can only assume that this is a French translation 
of selections from Cometbus fanzine. I sleep easi¬ 
er knowing the French now have access to 
Aaron’s beautiful words. (DS) 

Small Budget Productions BP No 7, 78110 Le Vesinet, France 

Enemene #1 

A promising start. This issue features great inter¬ 
views with the Positive Force collective, Alec 
Mackaye, and a talk with someone from the New 
Orleans Amnestey International. There’s some 
good stuff here, and while the layout’s a little 
sloppy (some pages are out of order), the inten¬ 
tions are in the right place, and it can only get 
better. (DS) 

no price; 1201 W. Esplanade Box 1802 Kenner, LA 70065 

Every Other #8 

Quarter-sized ‘zines constantly rock. Have you ever 
noticed that? It’s the magical size that makes you 
feel like your reading deep, dark secrets. Personal 
thoughts on white privilege, the art of the hook-up 
(getting free stuff), and a Lewistown tour diary. For 
me, this format can do no wrong. (JS) 

Stamps; Gene and Carol, PO Box 14672, Richmond, VA, 

23221 

Fell on Evil Days #4 

A decent emotional zine with typical zine fare: 
short written blurbs (on Satan, the evils of Chris 
Columbus, and the homeless), interviews with 
Despair, the Get Up Kids, Lifetime, and the Enkindels, book, movie, and 
record reviews, and some poetry. Aside from the interviews, the editor uses 
exclusively lower case letters which is pretty annoying. There is a quote on 
practically every page, a sign to me of either the desire to throw around liter¬ 
ary weight or the inability to express an idea in one’s own words. Minor 
gripes, yes, but in this tidal wave of zines, it’s all about detail. (KB) 

$2? 49618 Nautical Dr. New Baltimore, MI 48047 

Generic 101 #8 

Mostly made up of two fiction stories written in the first person, this zine is 
like your average rambling per-zine except the tales told aren’t true. Unlike 
good fiction, however, the stories seem trivial. Also included are 7-11 reviews 
and a (non-fiction) tale of seeing her deceased grandmother’s old clothes at 
a thrift store. (JM) 

PO Box 13681, El Cajon, CA 92022-3681 


Gluten for Punkishmnet 

Simple. The background of the text in this zine is filled with porn. You 
got your rights and all but then to go and say how great Martin and Los 
Crudos are for, “I walked out of their show with a feeling of enlightment 
and brotherhood...” You just don’t get it, do you. (EA) 

PO Box 15295 San Francisco, CA 94115 

Going Nowhere #3 

A decent standard-issue newsprint zine out of Colorado. It seems to 
cover their local scene mostly, but not with the outsider’s viewpoint of a 
scene report. Some good interviews with Scared of Chaka, Pinhead 
Circus, 30footFALL, and The Thumbs, with questions like “Have you guys 
ever seen a hermaphrodite?” Above-average reviews, too. (JC) 
free but send a buck or stamps; 7078 Van Gordon Ct., Arvada, CO 80004 

Gracious #3 

This zine is bad in both content and design. Bad enough to actually 
stand out from the pile of other bad zines I got for review. Extremely 
bland simplistic writing style, too short, pointless interviews (all 5 of 
them probably total 3 minutes in combined duration), crappy anti-choice 
politics (“I have absolutely no tolerance or 
respect for people who use this as a form of 
birth control, and to anyone that does, YOU 
DISGUST ME!! How can you ever go to church 
again? Your going to rot in hell anyway, why 
bother?!”) The only good piece in this zine was 
an article on BATF, FDA, and SWAT misdeeds 
that was originally printed in Flipside. The crap¬ 
py generic computer graphics sealed the fate 
for this zine. (KB) 

$1? Chrissy Dobash 25 Tuckerton Rd. Shamong, NJ 
08088 

Hanging Like A Hex #8 

Ryan’s newsprint zine stands out from the rest 
due to his interest in comic book art, which is 
interspersed in these pages amongst the rest of 
the outstanding layout (which includes a good 
use of red). The interviews (Giants Chair, Today 
Is The Day, Brother’s Keeper, Harvest, etc.) are 
well-structured, and unlike so many zines, all 
end on a high note. He also throws in some 
personal thoughts and news about the 
Syracuse scene. Nice. (JM) 

$1; do Ryan, 201 Maple Ln., N. Syracuse, NY 13212 

Held Like Sound #1 

For an issue number one, this is pretty good. 

You know the format: newsprint, columns, 
reviews, & interview. But the bands interviewed, the Van Pelt, Compound 
Red, Boys Life, and Jeremy Enigk are good, and the writing is thoughtful. 
Hopefully they’ll continue on, ‘cause this could be one to watch. (DS) 
no price; PO Box 2291 Kensington MD 20891 

If the Bible Told You to Jump Off a Cliff # 1/The New Excrement 
#3 

Wow, this is made up in large part by politics and it’s mostly written in a 
very honest, intelligent, frank, and humorous manner. My favorite line 
(from the NE side): “Right wing assholes should fuck off! And you liberal 
pieces of shit are close enough to being right wing assholes. You should 
fuck off too!” My least favorite line (from If the Bible side): “Because I 
am constantly pressured to observe the societal gender roles many 
opinions have been ingrained in me and I may never be able to change 
how I think of some of them. For example, girls who don’t shave their 
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bodies repulses me...Why should something so natural as hair on ones 
body disgust me so much?" (emphasis added). (The reason I included 
the other 2 sentences was because I don’t want to quote him out of 
context, something people don’t seem to have any qualms about doing 
to me.) The long title half is a decent read with a story about a really 
funny high school teacher, a little eulogy about Mike Griffin (former 
vocalist of Man Afraid), and miscellaneous political rants but the New 
Excrement side was the winner because it was 100% politics, it didn’t 
waste so much space, and it never pissed me off. Stuff about corpo¬ 
rate crime, communism, vegetarianism, work sabotage, etc. Good stuff 
(wish there was more.) One bit of advice, though: type everything from 
here on out! Your handwriting is lousy at best. (KB) 

$2 Chad Cronk (If the Bible) 4006 Lakeview Ave. Regina, Saskatchewan Canada S4S 

1H9 or Jereme Labatte (New Excrement) Box 127 Craven, Saskatchewan Canada 

S0G0W0 

Interpol Times #11 

The cover is priceless - a guy doing a big backside grab over two 
stacked-up skateboards while taking a huge chomp out of a donut. Now 
that takes talent and a little hand-eye co-ordination. Interpol is a huge, 
copied fistful of interesting interviews, 
columns, skate photos, and reviews. The 
two editors Emre and Dennis constantly 
remind us that they are “not political" and 
then proceed to apologize everytime the say 
something about politics. Go with it boys, 
it’s good. They gave a militant hardliner 
named Mike five pages worth of space for 
an interview, but challenged his rhetoric at 
every close-minded and confused comment. 

Good job. Oh, the record and ‘zine reviews 
were dull as can be, but the show reviews 
were animated and very readable. (JS) 

S3 ppd; Dennis Merklinghaus, Auf Dem Stefansberg 

58, 53340 Meckenheim, Germany 

It Was Written #1 

Pretty typical issue number one of a hard¬ 
core zine. Huge graphics, large photos of 
white boys pointing at each other and look¬ 
ing tuff with accompanying text on torn 
pieces of paper, lots of wasted space, etc. 

The interviews are pretty OK and are with 
C.R., Ensign, and Overcast. There is a funny 
article on SxE clipped out of some newspa¬ 
per or something (I don’t care how may 
times that’s been done, I still think it’s 
funny) and reviews and a list of various 
trash and how long it takes to biodegrade 
(orange and banana peels up to 2 years?! No wonder my yard is cov¬ 
ered with flies and smells like a swamp!). But...the little story called 
“Dog Nutrition": I loved it. I don’t know how to explain it but I really 
liked the writing style even though usually I equate experimental/avant- 
garde writing styles to boring and artsy and pretentious. Guy, just try to 
find your own layout style because this one is REALLY tired. (KB) 

$2? Scott McCready 77 Waldron Ave. Glen Rock, NJ 07452-2830 

Jade’s Red Room #5 

A slim read here with some interesting rants and some filler. A follow-up 
story on sexual harrassment explaining why Jade felt the need to 
address the problem in a previous issue, a call to women to band 
together and stop fighting amongst themselves, lots of show and record 
reviews, and the obligatory punk rock quiz. The best article here by far 
was her trials and tribulations of starting a band which anyone whose 


had to weed out non-committal band members can identify with. Hoping this 
‘zine improves with time. (JS) 

$1.75 ppd; 3361 Salford Station Rd., Perkiomenville, PA, 18074 

Kill Boredumb #1 

Despite the glamorization of “getting fucked up,” this cut-and-paste zine man¬ 
ages to come across as sincere—his obituary at the death of an ex-girlfriend 
really moved me. Much of Stowe’s writing rambles off into pseudo-poetry about 
the directionless state of his life, but he manages to keep some sense of opti¬ 
mism about it all. A story of getting his fast food stolen as a teenager and a 
tribute to Lionel Richie (including a centerfold!) are the highlights here. (JM) 

25 cents & 2 stamps; do Stowe, 103 S. Laurel St., Richmond, VA 23220 

King-Cat Comics #52 

Yay! I think I’m in love with King-Cat comics! John Porcellino's cartooning 
style is so beautifully simple and evocative. This issue introduces the first two 
parts in a story about John’s post-high school malaise. It really does draw 
you in and leave you wanting more! Some panels are so funny that you will 
laugh out loud. I think my favourite sequence is when a girl named Lita 
makes the rnoves on John at a party— too sweet! It just goes to show that 
you don’t need oodles of detail, or tons of technical 
ability, in order to produce a great read in the form of 
comics. And this is a steal for only a coupla clams!! 
Check it out. (PK) 

$2 ppd.; Spit And A Half, PO Box 18510, Denver CO, 80218 

Kiss Me I’m Italian 

Wow! One of the most original zines I have seen in a 
long, long, time. Catherine Noel gives us a 
photo/diary of her life from birth to punkdom. It is 
like looking through someone’s photo albumn and 
getting a narrative at the same time. Surprise of the 
year! (EA) 

Sand Flea Press 1200 S. Riordan Ranch Rd. #56 Flagstaff AZ 
86001 

Light Years #2 

So Jason broke up with his girlfriend, and now looks 
at some little boy’s Star War figures. Is he sick or 
what? Light Years is a collection of essays about life 
and stuff. Some dull and some average. He should 
look at WCW figures instead.(BC) 

$ ? Light Years Fanzine 17 Darewood Ln. Valley Stream, NY. 
11581 

Meat and 3 Veg #4 

A’newsprint hardcore zine from Australia with a pretty 
nice layout. In addition to the obligatory reviews and 
interviews (with Ignite, Battery, Civ, and Man Afraid) 
are comics, animal rights and environmental informa¬ 
tion, and top 20 lists from random people. There was a lot of writing pertain¬ 
ing to local scene gossip that I didn’t understand. A contributor named Matt 
that says he doesn’t think Orie Life Crew “is a racist band - but an overly 
patriotic one” needs to get a clue. (KB) 

$4 PO Box 509 Gladesville N.S.W. 2111 Australia 

The Multiplier #2 

A word-intensive zine by a bike guy. Good stuff here, with fiction, bike stories, 
anti-car rants, and tales of occupying a building and getting hauled off by 
cops. The fiction is pretty weird: one story is about bikes and cats conspiring 
to take over humankind. Both sides speak fluent English. Huh. But the writing 
is good. I liked this zine. (SM) 

PO Box 2275, Minneapolis, MN 55402 $3 



















Natural Mystic #2 

It is great to see positive, self-appreciative scenes in places like Latin 
America. Straight Edge is embraced within these pages (as detailed by an 
interview with the band Vieja Escuela), but with the “punk” still intact. The 
only other English is an interview with Millencolin. Spanish-language scene 
reports from Mexico and Argentina, as well as articles on the bands Charly 
Brown, RO.M., and Unnatural round out the issue. (JM) 

C.C. 3893, Correo Central (1000), Cap. Fed., ARGENTINA 

Ne Vous Faites Pas... #1 

Basically this is the French written version of Short on Ideals #1. So just read 
that review. (BC) 

Nemesister Episode #4 

You need to pick up this series, alone this comic book makes little sense. I 
have been following Babette Buster P.l. for several issues and I have no idea 
why they keep sending to Punk Planet. I nice little zine with high contrast 
cartoons. Babette has her hands full, but I don’t want to spoil the zine. (EA) 
$2.95 Cheeky Press PO Box 97 Culver City, CA 90232 

No Die #2 

Lots of zines are just like every other zine out 
there; this one isn’t, which is refreshing. The 
theme is a mix of punk inspiration (“What steps 
have you taken to destroy the powers that be, to 
build a community worth living in?”) and lament 
(“there are punks who spread- destructive rumors 
and start fights just to watch it all go to shit.") 

It's all in small enough doses that it doesn’t get 
too heavy, and it’s balanced with humor and vari¬ 
ety. If you’re starting out writing a zine, pick this 
up and try to figure out why it's good. (JC) 
no price; Jason, 1508 Third St., Duarte, CA 91010 

No Problems #2 

Bob Zoinksl, and Dave from Liberation Records 
tell all in this issue. The interviews are very infor¬ 
mative and don’t drag on. It had some filler stuff 
but most of it was right on like Jimmy Superfly 
Snuka from the top rope baby! (BC) 

$1.00 + 2 stamps No Problems p.o. box 8PO La Crescenta, 

CA. 91224-0614 

Nothing Left #5j Summer 97 

The standard formula, this time out of the 
Scranton/Wilkes-Barre metroplex. The columns 
section seems to be a cross between columns 
and letters to the editor, which is interesting but 
would work better if the writing wasn’t so bad. 

Interviews with Sensefield, Jimmy Eat World, and 
Mineral. And this from a review of the remix of “Raw Power”: “Listening to this 
was like having poop shoved into my ears. Cock rock guitar solos and bad 
vocals. These guys look like real winners too.” Kids nowadays.... (JC) 

$1 ppd.; PO Box 1073, Wilkes-Barre, PA 18703; 

Nuestro Proposito #2 

A punk zine from Argentina. I can’t read a single word in here, but if you can 
read Portuguese, pick it up. (DS) 

no price; Manuel Cassanelli San Juan 2275 dpto #2 Mar del plata CP (7600) Buenos Aires 
Argentina 


Obvious Crap #10 

This is a compilation of the “best” from issues 1-9. I am physically 
restraining myself from making a really bad pun on the title. I honestly 
can’t believe that someone has worked hard to put out 10 issues of this 
zine. Picture really crappy third grade pen drawings, absolutely no sense 
of graphic propriety in layout, and no ability to write. I cannot stress how 
awful this is. (KB) 

$2 OC Publishing PO Box 2765 Waterloo, IA 50704 
The Odd Adventure #3 

A humorous adventure comic with a character who looks like the front¬ 
man of Devo and acts like the Tick. His “odd adventures” are worth your 
time reading them, so do so. However there is nom pull-out poster of 
the Missing Link in this edition. (BC) 

$3.00 Zamboni Press 16842 NW Joscelyn St. Beaverton, OR. 97006 

Oh Boy #1,#2 

Nice zines from Barbara, the first is a small _ page and the second is 
the standard _ page zine. Very Bratmobile / Bikini Kill vein going here 
for sure. I love the honest and personal zines that it seems only girls 
can write. Lots of stuff about boys, but not the 
castration style stories you are used to hearing. 
Innocence and fun. I love it. (EA) 

Barbie 58 Farley Place Allendale, NJ 07401 

Pants That Don’t Fit #10 

I recently went out to the Bay Area with John, 
the editor of Pants, and was hoping his zine 
would be as cool as he is - and it almost is (a 
zine could never be as cool as its real-life edi¬ 
tor). Man, this is great. Political, punk, and per¬ 
sonal stuff with just the right combination of 
neat handwriting, typing, and hand-drawn 
graphics. There is too much in here to describe 
in a single review so here are the best parts: 
letters marking a confrontation of and response 
from a man who abused a womyn friend of 
John’s, a letter from his friend Sheri about 
exposing a rapist (see also review of Eleven, 
same story), the “Nancy Boy: REPORT!” piece (I 
think you can somewhat guess what that's 
about), the interview of Sean Tejaratchi of Crap 
Hound and the editor of the awesome Kool 
Man project, and his coming out story. This zine 
has style, personality, flavor, wit, intelligence - 
and plus John is one of the rockingest people 
I’ve ever met! (KB) 

$1 + stamp or trade PO Box 720716 San Jose, CA 
95172 

Paranoy #17 

This is the swan song issue of Paranoy. Amanda (in the ripe age of 20) 
has decided that the zine has served its purpose. I wish a lot of lame 
bands would take her lead and call it a day when they have served their 
purpose. This final edition tells us a little about Amanda’s friends. Each 
of her pals is described on a page, which makes this a pretty cool con¬ 
cept. Her friends seem interesting enough, even if you don’t know who 
the hell they are. I wish Andre the Giant could have seen this final issue. 
(BC) 

$1.00 Amanda Hughes 1477 Leonard St. Saint Peter, MN. 56082 
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Phoenix #6 

Rico hides a lot of his emotions and opinions behind news clips comments, 
and a five page snore-fest about his car. Sure, Phoenix is semi-entertaining 
and informational, but I would prefer to see more of the personal and social 
writings that occupy the first few pages. He’s a good writer when he’s not hid¬ 
ing behind banter. Oxymorons aside, this features some good poetry. (JS) 

PO Box 93174, Milwaukee, WI, 53203 

Plebian Jobs! Jobs! Jobs! #2 

You know the score, another work zine. I like work zines, but they re becoming 
a dime a dozen & still nothing measures up to Temp Slave. (DS) 

$2.50; PO Box 220 Fort Collins, CO 80522-0220 

Powerbunny 4X4 #8 

Ya gotta raise an eyebrow at a zine this small with this many ads and reviews. 
But there is some funny stuff in here — a weird five-page story about "Bigfoot 
and Wildboy" which includes an invented interview with Richard “Bull” Moll, a 
couple "Adventures of Hunter S. Thompson and William S. Borroughs” car¬ 
toons, a Stuntcocks interview, and a reprinted Dave Barry column. It’s put 
together well and pretty fun, but still awfully product-oriented. (SM) 

PO Box 792, New Brunswick, NJ 08903 $1 

PTBH! #2 

A mish-mash of articles by different people about 
the regular: punk rock, “selling out” (this one is 
pro), childhood memories, a squatting story, etc. 

Rounded off by a few pages of comics regarding 
drinking and 

an interview with the editor and a friend that 
appeared to be just be a way to fill space. The 
lack of cohesion between the articles detracted 
from the zine as a whole. (JM) 
do Rex, 2440 E. Tudor Rd. #414, Anchorage, AK 99507- 
1185 

Punk Royale #3 

Slick ska/punk zine with a sweet layout and lots 
of goofy photos of punkrockboys (read: also 
goofy). Interviews with Less Than Jake, Das 
Klown, George Tabb (albeit barely an interview), 

Out Of Order, and The Vandals. These three edi¬ 
tors bring you zine, music, and show reviews— 
primarily of a ska/pop-punk nature of course. 

And while the contents of Punk Royale may not 
necessarily be my bag, I hafta give cred to these 
guys for putting the “FAN” back into “FANZINE". 

They totally know their stuff. But it's not strictly 
about music either. There’s some interesting 
rants and anecdotes, some fiction, and some 
weird piece called “Craigory & Gregory”, which is as disturbing as it sounds. 
This zine would be of particular interest to punx just getting into the Internet, 
as there are many relevant sites recommended here. An all right read. (PK) 

$1 or 3 sumps; 9833-159th PL NE, Redmond WA, 98052; http://skapunx.ml.org/-royale 

Quirky Scribbles #3 

Yet another crappy zine. An interview with Sidecar, an overly-emotional essay 
about animal testing, something stupid about “p.c.,” a decent little ditty 
about high school hormones, and, of course, the obligatory reviews. Spare 
me. (SM) 

PO Box 18404, Irvine, CA 92623 three stamps/trade . 


Quirky Scribbles #2 

A cut ‘n’ paste zine with lots of filler, ads, and an enormous interview with 
Donuts ‘N’ Glory (11 pages! one third of the entire zine) that goes absolutely 
nowhere. A couple of the columns are kind of interesting and the Discount 
interview is decent but there is way too much wasted space and filler crap 
like “stuff that peeves me off these days" and “favorite movie lines from the 
80s”. (KB) 

3 stamps or trade PO Box 18404 Irvine, CA 92623 
Rabble Review #1 

After seeing the Dick Army vs. Padded Cell Records battle play out in the let¬ 
ters section of every major newsprint punk zine, I didn’t need to see its entirety 
reprinted in eight of this zine’s forty-eight pages (Tom is in Dick Army). When I 
got past the self-congratulations, however, Rabble Review proved to be an 
intelligent, humorous stab at many facets of current politics; from the outing of 
corrupt political agencies to the hypocrisy inherent in a “health plan" for KFC 
employees. There is some very thought-provoking stuff in this magazine that I 
think should be read, but I truly question its worth at the given price. (JM) 

$4; do Tom Wheeler, PO Box 4710, Arlington, VA 22204 

Rad Party #11 

This mini-sized zine covers music and comics/zines 
and is written completely in French, except for the 
English names that stick out in bold print every so 
often. All the ads, and much of the coverage, sadly, 
is for labels in English-speaking countries. The zine 
ends with a short comic, which I wish comprised 
more of the total. (JM) 

do Stephane, B.P. No. 07, 87110, LeVe*inet, FRANCE 
Rad Party #12 

Fuck. This is in French and I can't read a word of it. 

It looks like it is almost entirely news of happenings 
in the punk world and it looks to be pretty darn com¬ 
prehensive. There is also a travel story but I can’t tell 
if it’s a tour with a band or what. There is an occa¬ 
sional ad. urn. I just can’t really do any better than 
this sorry review. (KB) 

$?I can’t even guess Stephane Small Budget Productions B.P. 
No 07 78 110 Le Vesinet France 


Rant #1 

This zine is half-good. That means about half of it is 
good and the other half stinks — but fortunately the 
good half just about makes up for it. It's a first-time 
zine done by high school students, some of whom 
are pretty decent writers. Jesse tells a compelling 
personal tale of lost love, Christine describes despair, 
and Deanna spins out a string of metaphors. There’s 
also paper dolls in the likeness of the zinesters and some cool comics. And 
thankfully, despite the name, I saw no rants in this zine. (SM) 

2910 Rhode Island Ave., Medford, NY 11763-1982 $1 and three stamps 

Rapid Fire Magazine #15 

Man does this exude enthusiasm and a positive attitude. I underwent tempo¬ 
rary insanity and thought while reading this that everything in punk rock is OK. 
This is done by obviously older punk dudes and their positivity is pretty infec¬ 
tious. Included here are reviews, motorcycle ride trip stories, interviews with 
Terry Howe (Zero Boys, Toxic Reasons), Twist 160, No Use For a Name, and 
Pro-pain and show reviews which make up more than half of this whole zine. 
The writing style is extremely informal, very for-the-layperson, to the point 
where sometimes I don’t understand what they’re saying. They also seem to 

suffer from we’re-trying-to-make-this-zine-sound-like-a-big-fucking-deal syn 

























be in Rapid Fire Magazine." They like Anti-Rag and Showcase Showdown. 50 
points automatically added to score. Brush up on your writing skills, keep up 
with the posi tip, and for heavens sakes, acknowledge the fact that you’re a 
small fanzine not a big time magazine and embrace that fact. (KB) 

$2 Paul Allison RD #1 Box 3370 Starksboro, VT 05487-9701 

Ravenn Fanzine #5 

This is a half size cut ’n’ paste zine with a lot of poetry and prose that I didn’t 
like. There is also some artwork, articles here and there, an interview with 
animal activist Tony Wong and a recipe for vegan chocolate chip cookies. (KB) 

50<t + 2 scamps or trade Ben Quirk 1306 Rothes Drive Cary, NC 27511-5023 

Red Badge of Courage #2 

Sigh ... another crappy zine. Interviews, reviews, some reprints, and an opinion 
about “the scene” that I’ve heard echoed time and time again ... this review 
could be repeated for so many zines and it would still fit. This has interviews 
with The Dismemberment Plan, Squirtgun and Jimmy Eat World. (SM) 

228-F Northpoint Ave., High Point, NC 27262-1016 2 stamps or trade 

Second Choice #1 

A majority of this zine is comprised of the inter¬ 
views with 97A, Uprise, Hands Tied, and Rain on 
the Parade that range from pretty dry (Uprise) to 
pretty good (Hands Tied) though they’re all fairly 
informative. The story about being sexually 
harassed by a customer and rectifying the situa¬ 
tion was great, really well written (by a contribu¬ 
tor). The show reviews were boring and the edi¬ 
tor’s lack of respect for other showgoers left a 
sour taste in my mouth. An extremely graphic 
description of an abortion was printed which also 
made me frown. The editor just said he wants 
people to respond to it and never stated his 
opinion. Sort of strange for such an inflammatory 
article. (KB) 

$2 David Portilla 221 Franklin St. Hackettstown, NJ 07840- 

1860 

Sharkpool #1 

Mostly consists of interviews (Ten Foot Pole, 

Diesel Boy, etc.) Although not boring, the inter¬ 
views don’t chart any new territory, and are 
eclipsed by Tracy’s sincere thoughts about being 
female both in the “scene” and society. (JM) 

$2 US/80p UK; do Tracy Boz, 20 Grange Road,Broughton, 

Kettering, Northants, NN14 1PH, ENGLAND 

Shat Upon #3 

Quirky, intelligent, funny (in a sort of White bread 
way that can be annoying sometimes), well writ¬ 
ten. The writing style is a combination of the guy that does Schtuff and Rev. 
Norb (minus the tons of paranthetical comments) and I had to turn to my dic¬ 
tionary more than a few times. The best parts are: the story about one guy’s 
pants-shitting problem when he was a kid, the hilarious interview with a 
British actor who was in a very bizarre-sounding yet-to-be-released film, a 
piece on why bands should sing in their native language, and the article on 
the American eugenics movement which was very informative. Also of interest 
is the interview with Jeff from the Capitalist Casualties which was a very well- 
done mail interview. Given his undeniable heterosexuality, his constant and 
unrestrained use of the word "fag” in his piece “Confessions of a Teenaged 
Band Fag”, tongue in cheek though it may have been, was pretty appalling. 
Also offensive are the Matador ads. (KB) 

$2? Rusty Smetanka PO Box 9081 Missoula, MT 59802 


Short on Ideals #0, #1 

A neat-ass mini-comic from France, but is done in English. The first half 
of #0 dealt with the down side of being an artist. Like having stupid 
rock bands “endlessly ask you for the same drawing for their t-shirts.” 
And the second half deals with the homeless. Issue #1 contains the 
adventures of lil’ Tom. So even if you hate France or Hollywood Hulk 
Hogan you should try this out. (BC) 

$1.00 Small Budget Productions BP no. 7, 78 110 Le Vesinet France 

Sick Again! #3 

A total waste of paper. The genius responsible for this apparently thinks 
a bunch of reprints, bad poetry, some reviews, and more reprints all 
thrown together and photocopied makes for a good zine. He is wrong. 
(SM) 

PO Box 864002, Marietta, GA 30060 $1? 

Sistah 

This is about women for women and in order to unite woman. So why 
am I, a man, reviewing this? Because I wanted to read this. I disagree 
this is about people, for people, to unite people. This zine is a collec¬ 
tion of writings from all different backgrounds, 
all women. My favorite, reminded me of a stu¬ 
dent that I have this year. Amiee Collins writes 
about growing up with her mom being a 
Lesbian. The story goes form hatred to love, a 
picture perfect ending. I may be male but this 
story reminded me of the growing up with an 
alcoholic mother that also went from hatred to 
love. Big thumbs up! (EA) 

$2 Sistah 926 _ W/ Charles St/ Muncie, IN 47303 

Skeletons in the Closet #2 

“I’m trying to take the skeletons outside," says 
Liz. She proclaims her straight-edge ideals, ques¬ 
tions her sexuality, and addresses the male domi¬ 
nation of the pit at shows. A good point is made 
about the hypocrisy of the death penalty. Various 
internet addresses are included. For a mini-zine 
it gets to the point, but the ideas included could 
stand to be expanded upon a bit more. (JM) 

free; do Liz Glynn, 109 Hollis Ave., Braintree, MA 
02184 

Sliver #1 

This slick-ass corporate-wannabe self-pro¬ 
claimed "independent magazine” (not fanzine) 
can suck my left one. The first piece in the zine 
set the tone for the rest of the independent 
magazine. It was a socialism vs. capitalism arti¬ 
cle, heavily in favor of capitalism. Then the independent magazine goes 
on to a few interviews with Vision of Disorder, the Deftones, Norm 
Arenas, By the Grace of God, and Damnation AD. In every single one 
(except for the By the Grace of God one) you can find a justification for 
signing to a major label and the interviewer’s sucking-up input on the 
subject as well. In the midst of the interviews we have an article called 
“Is There a Right to Health Care?” (author’s answer: no) that had me 
fuming and a little art piece done on computer with tons of typos in it. 
There’s an interview with a web designer named Simon Boy Genius which 
irritated even a computer geek like me with its computers-are-the-future! 
attitude and techie talk. Let’s not forget the crappily written pretentious 
philosophical article on free will. The only good piece in this zine was the 
interview with Zach from Rage Sponsored by the Machine and that was 
re-printed from Anti-Matter. The major label reviews (Silverchair?!) were 
appropriate to this independent magazine and were a definite bonus. 



Punk §2S Planet 











































Take your capitalist, conservative, full-color-glossy-cover-on-issue-one, slick-as- 
fuck-but-riddled-with-grammatical-and-spelling-errors, piece of shit indepen¬ 
dent magazine and give it to someone who cares. (KB) 

$2 US $4 world 2300 Market St. #128 San Francisco, CA 94114 

Slut #51 

An exceptionally well-written zine by one slightly jaded Ray Cummings. I was 
impressed by his ability to dis practically everything in sight! Us misanthropes 
have to stick together ya know. Personal stories about alienation, Dave Grohl 
indifference, radio shiftiness, zits, the environment, ex-girl-friends, beating off 
to Fiona Apple (!?), etc. You’ll find show/zine/music reviews of an indie-rock 
nature, although Ray seems pretty reluctant to bestow praise upon anything. 
In fact, I’m feelin’ so negative after reading this zine that I’m gonna go smash 
my guitar now! RAGHH! Fuggin’ Gibson Les Paul played like a piece o’ shit 
anyway. Oh, Ray also offers up his own modernized version of “Alphabet 
Soup"—much saucier than Edward Gorey for sure, hoowee! (PK) 

$1+2 stamps; Ray Slut, 41 Combury Ct., Owings Mills MD, 21117 

Small Service With A Big State #2 

I really like Nathan’s “Telephone Fun” feature where he calls up 1-800 num¬ 
bers and goofs around with the multicorporate 
receptionists, all at the expense of companies like 
Nestle and Ivory Soap. I could have read a whole 
issue of this it was so fucking funny. Also a hoot 
were interviews with drunk teenagers which were 
(surprise, surprise) pretty one-dimensional. Some 
freaky reprints from Catholic magazines for youth 
with a priest answering questions from youngsters 
like, “What can I do if I have homosexual attrac¬ 
tions?” You can only imagine the answers. Comes 
with a sloppy mini-zine called Drinking Your Way To 
A Better Life which I got nothing out of. (JS) 

$1 ppd.; Nathan, 1152 East Georgia St., Vancouver, BC, V6A 

2A8; 

So-So-Ciety/The Old Man Chronicles #8 

This got my attention. Punk seems to be some¬ 
thing that people give up on when they grow up, 
and being an old-timer myself I’m always excited 
to learn about others who survived the transition 
to adulthood with their ideals intact. And though 
he doesn’t talk about it much, this zine is clearly 
written by someone who has. In the zine are 
interviews with Bristle, Lickity Split, and Jen 
Angel, along with some political articles and 
reviews. There are a whole bunch of show 
reviews, which I love; even though this zine is 
from Chicago, lots of the shows were part of 
tours, and I had seen the same bands when they 
were in NY. Overall, there is a refreshing sense of maturity to this zine. It’s 
really a loss to us all that there are so few older punks out there; punk val¬ 
ues, ideals, and energy, with the wisdom and perspective that come from 
decades of experience, make a powerful combination. (JC) 

$1 ppd.; The Old Man, 1953 W. Sunnyside #1, Chicago, IL 60640; oldman@xsit=e.net 

The Social Loaf #2 

Nothing memorable here at all. All the articles I was mildly interested in were 
rendered illegible by bad layout. When I decided to review ‘zines for Punk 
Planet I made a solemn vow to myself that I would never just flip through a 
‘zine; I would read every single word of the thing before I wrote a single word 
about it. “Thanks to everyone stupid for the self-esteem boost.” This one had 
me on my knees begging for mercy. (JS) 

$1 and two stamps, Quyndometer, 115 Hubbell Dr., Columbia, MO, 65201 


Softkill #8 

Pretty disjointed ‘zine by a hacker/phreak who knows more about computers 
than anyone should. Taught me how to do phree long distance calls by calling 
a 1-800 number, waiting for them to hang up, getting a dial tone, and then 
dialing 1 + the area code + the number. Here’s hoping the FBI doesn’t read 
Punk Planet. I like the part of the ‘zine intro that talks about the co-editor quit¬ 
ting and says, “This ‘zine is gonna get crazy now that it’s only me.” I bet. (JS) 

$1 ppd. or free by email; PO Box 1875, Pawtucket, RI, 02862; softkill@hotmail.com 

Supplicant #2 

This is rapidly developing into a major-league zine. It follows the MRR/Punk 
Planet formula, the usual letters/columns/interviews/reviews newsprint zine, but 
it is done extremely well for a second issue (dig out a copy of PP#2 and see 
what you think...). The writing is good, production and layout are good, there’s 
attitude without taking things too seriously, and politics without getting preachy. 
Some high points: from the review section “...the low price of $20 gets you a 
good review. $30 gets you a great review... no need to send the actual 
recordings, we’ll trust you...” There’s an article called “Punks in Space” that 
proposes a new space program (“...we’d be going to a Bouncing Souls show in 
a dark crater...” = ). Reviews include the 
Descendents, Swinging Utters, Milhouse, and The 
Disenchanted. Check it out now, before they get 
swallowed up by Time Warner. (JC) 

$2; PO Box 8619, New York, NY 10116; 
www.liii.com/"mlefton/supplicant.html 

That Girl #8 

That Girl further proves my theory that diary entries 
make the best reading. The content here is way too 
personal to capture in a short review. Let me just say 
we learn a lot about Kelli’s emotions, struggles, and 
hope through her personalized mini-zine. A forum 
where even an Ink and Dagger show review can turn 
into an expressive piece of poetic fury. Now I'm get¬ 
ting silly. From the intro: “Just remember that this is 
not supposed to be your handbook to any fuckin rev¬ 
olution.” (JS) 

Stamps; Kelli, PO Box 170612, San Francisco, CA, 94117 

Too Much Coffee Man #2 

This full color comic is some funny stuff. I liked his 
side kicks Espresso guy and Too much German. The 
stories are short, but always come to a knee slappin’ 
ending. I can’t wait until Too Much Coffee Man 
meets The American Dream, Dusty Rhoads. (BC) 
$4.00 Adhesive Comics PO. Box 5372 Austin, Texas 78763- 
5372 

The Torch spring ‘97 

It’s a journal of the young people’s socialist party. It 
has a new editor, and he promises to bring it back to being the force it once 
was. I was interested in it all, and any party is a good party if ya’ know what I 
mean. So if you’re feeling kinda social, check this out. (wasn't the Iron Sheik 
a socialist?) (BC) 

1 stamp: Torch 516 W. 25th St. #404 New York, NY 10001 

Toxic Flyer #23 

For a newsprint zine, this definitely wouldn’t look out of place if it had come 
out in the late 80s. Mostly driven by a typewriter, this zine is comprised of 
record and show reviews, mostly from a rock ‘n’ roll slant. An interview with 
Speed ball Baby gives way to the 1/3 of this zine that is comprised of promo 
glossies and band photos (many, not suprisingly, from the 80s). (JM) 

$1; do Billy Whitfield, PO 39158, Baltimore, MD 21212 



Travelling Shoes #1 






















A self-proclaimed "eccentric journal of travel and entertainment.” This first 
issue focuses on Las Vegas. The editor’s viewpoint is one that glamorizes the 
mobsters who “pioneered” the town, and the influence of a youthful interest 
in gangster movies is obvious in his writing, which is intelligent throughout. 

Las Vegas-related film, book, and music reviews are included as well. (JM) 

$2; do H.D. Miller, PO Box 206653, New Haven, CT 06520-6653 

Typograpunx #1& #2 

This zine is an embarrassment. That’s hard to type, but it’s true. When I first 
got Typograpunx, I was totally excited, a punk zine devoted completely to 
typography—it was like a dream come true. But then I started reading and 
looking at it carefully. For a zine devoted to typography, first off, the entire thing 
is laid out in a single font, which would be fine if it was a nice font, but this 
one isn’t. It’s a boring sans serif font originally designed (if I’m not mistaken) 
for clear viewing on computer screens, not for printing. But, the font is fairly 
insignificant in comparison to all the typographically incorrect things that 
should be typographically impeccable. Widows (single words under at the bot¬ 
tom of a paragraph) abound throughout both issues of this zine, something 
that normally doesn’t bother me, but it’s face it you’re writing about typography 
get it right. Issue #2 has 14 widows throughout it (and that’s only counting 
single word widows). It’s not hard to get rid of wid¬ 
ows, and if they really knew what they were doing, 
they would have. But, the single most glaring error 
is in the “typography lesson” of issue #2. It’s a 
lesson where they’re discussing use of the amper¬ 
sand (you know the “and” character: &). The 
ENTIRE FUCKING TIME they spell it “ampher- 
stand.” You’re trying to teach people here. Get it 
right or get outta town. (DS) 

no price; 15 Churchville Rd. #115-163 Bel Air, Maryland 

21014 

V.Reject #13 

The cover of this is a pretty cool collage relating 
“extreme” cults with religion. The “Is Punk 
Dead?” section with brief responses from random 
folks was really stupid and agonizing to read but 
the section with responses from 6 “old school” 
scenesters generated some pretty interesting 
results, even if it was a dumb idea. The rest of 
the zine is composed of articles on sex, gender, 
and race and one pretty cool piece on natural 
medicine (how to get rid of menstrual cramps - 
yea!) that are written decently and could have 
been helped by correct use of punctuation and 
capitalization. Overall a decent read if you skip 
the “punk” section. (KB) 

$2 or $1 +3 stamps Anna Sin PO Box 1040 La Mesa, CA 

91944-1040 


We Aren’t The World #9 

hahahaha, ya see they changed the wording from the popular tune, so 
it’s we aren’t the.... well forget it. This is a large zine full of zine stuff. It 
has info, rants, clippings, and all that zine stuff. It’s like hanging out in 
the mall and hearing all sorts of topics. Kinda wacky eh? RS send her 
Vindictive music, and pictures of the Ramones. Is nudies of Miss Sunny 
o.k.? (BC) 

$1.00 Maddy Dental box# 0023 PO box 5001 Amherst, MA. 01002-5001 
Weakness #3 

I know this isn’t fair but I’m running out of time here and I couldn’t 
actually read this whole thing which is unfortunate because this looks 
pretty cool. This is from Sweden and it’s written in English, pretty good 
English actually. It’s offset-printed and there are profiles on/interviews 
with Mineral, Three One G Records, the Getup Kids, Crank Records, 
Shift, Texas is the Reason, reviews, miscellaneous articles, and a cool 
little diary at the end. Definitely a head above the average zine. (KB) 

$3? Chris Soderholm Marlehemsvagen 19c-10 s-906 53 Umea Sweden 

A totally right-on zine debut about a teenaged 
girl and the world that surrounds her. Kristy 
Gordon lives in a small town but doesn’t let that 
stop her and her friends from being ultra-cre¬ 
ative! There’s stories about suppression, why 
exercise is rad, fickle folks, a nightmarish hiking 
trip, tagging, etc. And Kristy is devoting space 
in every issue to the various ways in which a 
person can be wounded. This particular ish 
talks about gun control, but goes beyond the 
simple statement of “GUNS = BAD”. Lots of 
groovy comics, and better yet, a whole section 
of yummy-sounding vegan recipes! Buckwheat 
Noodles In Spicy Peanut Sauce anybody? 

Mmm, my stomach is a-rumblin’ now! (PK) 

$1.50; Kristy Gordon, 104 Union St., Nelson BC, VIL 
4A2 Canada 

Yakuza 

Eighty pages plus thick. Great to see a 
Mudhoney interview, often overlooked and for¬ 
gotten. A awesome tour diary with Zen 
Guerrilla that makes you want to quit your day 
job and get out on the road. You get the stan¬ 
dard zine staples: reviews, advertisements, etc. 
Why should I buy this zine? Because it has an 
incredible interview with Ben is Dead’s editor. 
Highly suggested. (EA) 

$4.50 PO Box 26039 Wilmington, DE 19899 


Wo undig #1 



Vision One 

Fun to see the English slant on things; this would be a pretty ordinary but 
competent zine if it came out of say Chicago. It’s mostly interviews (and 
reviews), with bands like the Queers, NY Loose, the Descendents (yet again), 
and Girls vs. Boys. What makes it interesting is that the bands talk about 
touring in Europe, and the interviewers ask British kinds of questions. 

Everyone should read a foreign zine every once in a while it really helps to cut 
through the center-of-the-universe attitude that creeps up on us. (JC) 

$1 or 2 IRCs; 27 Springbank Croft, Holmfirth, W. Yorks, HD7 1LW, England 


Zapata Rides 

An incredibly impressive zine all about the Zapatista movement in 
Mexico. It even has an interview with the group’s leader, 
Subcommadante Marcos. This is worth every penny, it’s so filled with 
information regarding the movement. Fuck that perzine you were gonna 
buy. Buy this & learn something instead. (DS) 

$3.00; Nihilist On Trial PO Box 1326 Tulsa OK 74101-1326 

Zine World #3 

Hundreds of reviews, uncut by sympathy for zines lacking quality. Also 
includes news about the legal struggles of various zinesters, and helpful 
tips on zine stores and distros that are not reliable. In a world where 
most zines are crap, Zine World serves the cause of the zine lover. (JM) 
$3.50; 924 Valencia St. #203, San Francisco, CA 94110 
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BOOK REVIEWS 


The Zine 


Rollerderby, the Book 

Lisa Crystal Carver 

Feral House Press, no page numbers, $14.95 

The Factsheet Five Zine 
Reader 

R. Seth Friedman 

Three Rivers Press, 192 pages, $14.00 

Inconspicuous 

Consumption 

Paul Lukas 

Crown Trade Paperbacks, 191 pages, $12.95 

'Zine 

Pagan Kennedy 

St. Martin's Press, 184 pages, $15.95 

The Book of Zines 

Chip Rowe 

Owl Books, 178 pages, $14.95 

V/Search's 'Zines! (Vols. 

I AND II) 

V. VAL£ 

V/Search Publications, Vol. I: 183 pages, $18.99 
and Vol. II, 148 f^ges, $14.99 



I n academia, there is a word for what 
is happening to zines right now. The 
word is “canonization.” Taken from the 
Catholic term for the process by which 
a person becomes a saint, canoniza¬ 
tion refers to what happens when a 
work of art becomes a Masterpiece, or 
book becomes a Great Book, or when 
a bunch of writers become an Artistic 
Movement. In the past few years, 
zines have gone from being a small, under¬ 
ground phenomenon associated largely with 
xerox-happy graphomaniacs to being canon¬ 
ized as The New Literary Scene. Even weir- 
does who write about the labels on soup cans 
are being treated like they're martyrs for 
some high aesthetic ideal. 

The canonization process began about a 
year ago, a trickle of zine compilations and 
anthologies started appearing in shiny stacks 
at your local Barnes and Noble. Over the past 
year, this process has only accelerated, with 
new zine books coming out on a monthly— 
sometimes even weekly—basis. Some of 
these books already have the aura of dusty 
old textbooks, such as Seth Friedman’s 
Factsheet Five Zine Reader. Getting his book 
in the mail for review felt like prepping for a 
literature class: you have the Modernist 
Reader, the American Poetry Reader, and . . . 
the Zine Reader. Carefully selected by a spe¬ 
cialist in the field, it’s “the best writing from 
the underground world of zines.” Speaking as 
someone who has taught her share of English 
classes, I can’t say I have anything in particu¬ 
lar against literary textbooks. What’s interest¬ 
ing to me is how zines, which are almost 
always anti-corporate in focus, have managed 
to side-step sticky issues of “selling out“ by 
affiliating themselves with a niche market of 
cheesy underground literati. Irony-saturated 
and alienated, cheeseter zine consumers are 


Machine 

by Annalee Newitz 

totally jaded about everything and yet never¬ 
theless romantically devoted to the idea that 
personal writing equals freedom. It’s an odd 
double bind to be in, especially because 
nothing is ever truly free when you have to 
sell it. 

Canonization is one way to take a detour 
around this contradiction. Because zines now 
occupy the sanctified space of A Literary 
Movement, and since Literary Movements are 
supposed to be above questions of monetary 
value, I think the hope is that all of us will for¬ 
get about the basic contradictions of capital¬ 
ism and go home to read a good zine book. 
Luckily, it so happens that the best reason to 
read zines is to find out how people resolve 
the tension between freedom and constraint 
in their personal lives. As they try to write 
things down that disturb the smooth opera¬ 
tion of corporate culture, as they try to tell 
the truth in a world of slickly advertised lies, 
and as they try to forge real connections with 
their readers, zine writers are suggesting what 
art and writing would be like if we didn’t have 
to kiss ass for book contracts and suck 
money out of venture capitalists to form pub¬ 
lishing houses. 

Yet there’s still something disturbing 
about all the glib appreciation of zines that’s 
going on right now. I guess what concerns 
me is that most zines authors—and chroni¬ 
clers—don’t really seem to realize what’s 
going to happen to them when they get can¬ 
onized. Yes, they can make their voices 
heard, and continue to be “underground” 
(whatever that is), but in the service of what? 

A History of the Zine 

Every zine anthology—including 
Friedman’s Zine Reader, Chip Rowe’s The 
Book of Zines, Vols I and II of the V/Search 
Zines! books, and Tristan Taormino and 
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Karen Green’s A Girl's Guide to Taking Over 
the World —tries to offer its own history of 
the zine. Some, like V/Search, start with 
eighteenth century European 
Enlightenment culture and end with the 
punk movement in the 1970s, and some, 
like Rowe and Friedman, trace zines back 
to the early twentieth century US Dadaists 
and fanzine writers. The term zine, most 
agree, comes not from magazine, but from 
fanzine. In the 1920s and 30s, fanzines 
were small, fringe publications which were 
inordinately, neurotically focused on their 
chosen subject(s). They were pulps like 
Weird Tales and Amazing Stories , devoted 
to publishing science fiction and horror 
from amateur press enthusiasts and crack¬ 
pots. Weird Tales , for example, launched 
and sustained the career of cult horror 
geek H.R Lovecraft, whose rabid participa¬ 
tion in the United Amateur Press 
Association was legendary during the 20s 
and 30s. Lovecraft, a true fanzine scen- 
ester, would write thousands of pages of 
letters, stories, and self-published newslet¬ 
ters in his short lifetime, cut even shorter 
(his penpals guessed) due to his love of 
all-nighters devoted to writing about slimy, 
oversexed aliens and consuming massive 
amounts of coffee and candy. In more 
ways than one, Lovecraft was the ultimate 
embodiment of a fanzine community which 
he also helped to create. 

The pulp fanzine scene was on the 
wane in the 1950s, a decade when both 
scifi and horror went legit and got arty. 
While we normally associate the 50s with 
the most wretchedly awful examples of 
pulp scifi, it was also the era of scifi’s 
classic masters. Isaac Asimov is some¬ 
times considered the first in a whole gen¬ 
eration of high class scifi authors who had 
been raised on pulps: Robert Bloch, 

Robert Heinlein, Philip K. Dick, Arthur C. 
Clarke, and Ursula LeGuin are also part of 
this movement from pulp to posh, from 


fanzines to award-winning bestsellers. At 
the same time, William Gaines, creator of 
Mad magazine, was offering readers a new 
kind of underground entertainment in his 
pulp humor comic books that made fun of 
popular culture and its vapid optimism. 
Meanwhile, somewhere in New York, a 
not-quite-Beat poet named Frank O’Hara 
had invented a form of poetry which he 
jokingly called “personism.” The idea was 
to write throw-away poems, things that 
occurred to you on your lunch break, and 
to craft them in such a way as to suggest 
that they were the kind of comments you 
might just as well have said over the 
phone. One of O’Hara’s most famous 
books, written in this spirit, is called 
Lunch Poems. 

These three things, a pulp scene hov¬ 
ering on the edge of literary respectability, a 
passionate need to ridicule popular culture, 
and a belief that writing could be like talk¬ 
ing on the phone, all came together in the 
late 1960s to create the beginnings of the 
contemporary zine scene. Tiny, radical pub¬ 
lications sprang up and died Within months 
in the intense hippie culture of the Haight- 
Ashbury. Some of these publications, like 
R. Crumb’s Zap Comix, were so disturbingly 
horrific on the topic of “normal folks” that 
they seemed like Mad magazine’s fucked 
up, child-molesting little brother. In the 
“personism” arena, brilliant psychos of the 
Valerie Solanas ( SCUM Manifesto) variety 
were writing strange, self-published rants. 
Gonzo journalists were sent to cover pop 
culture events and came back with books 
about taking drugs and hallucinating to the 
point where police officers turned into flying 
lizards (think Hunter Thompson’s Fear and 
Loathing in Las Vegas). 

When punk rockers came along in the 
1970s and began to criticize the left-over 
hedonism of hippie and disco culture, the 
publishing underground was ripe for a 
change. Pulp, Beat, and Gonzo were 


dead. The US economy was shot, and 
even pop culture wasn’t looking so sunny 
anymore. People were poor, angry, and 
disillusioned with the government. It’s no 
wonder that they reached back to the 
1920s and 30s, an era split between flap¬ 
per hedonism and the Great Depression, 
for a word to describe what they wanted 
to write. Flappers and the Depression, 
which spawned the fanzine, weren’t so dif¬ 
ferent from Disco and stagflation, which 
spawned the zine. 

Xerocracy and the Self-Amusing 
Personality 

Candi Strecker, one of the zine move¬ 
ment’s classic authors, founded her 
ground-breaking Sidney Suppey's Quarterly 
and Confused Pet Monthly in 1979. 
Recalling that moment in the Factsheet 
Five Zine Reader, she describes her influ¬ 
ences, which came from watching (pre¬ 
fame) Devo create art that referred to the 
dying industrial Ohio landscape where she 
grew up, and reading the CoEvolution 
Quarterly, a post-hippie, pro-science maga¬ 
zine. Inspired by a zine-like feature in the 
CoEvolution Quarterly called The Rising Sun 
Neighborhood Newsletter, Strecker decided 
to undertake “the only project I’ve ever 
begun without reading a how-to book first.” 
Just as Strecker’s cultural influences came 
from local publications and bands, her raw 
materials for creating SSQ came from 
objects and technology on hand. “I’d never 
known, until that first office job, what mira¬ 
cles could be wrought with the combination 
of rubber cement and white-out and 
Xeroxing,” she writes. 

Like Strecker’s SSQ, many zines are 
comprised of commentary about “found” 
cultural artifacts and “found” art. 

Strecker’s early efforts inspired a whole 
generation of zinesters who subscribed to 
what Chris Carlsson of Processed World 
later dubbed “Xerocracy.” This attitude, 
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that any idea or object might be worthy of 
publication (and, with the help of office tech, 
easy to reproduce), is best described with 
Strecker’s own favored form of self-descrip¬ 
tion: “the self-amusing personality." As 
Strecker puts it, describing the self-amusing 
personality (or SAP), 

Instead of accepting the satisfac¬ 
tions that derive from being players in 
our society , we create our own amuse¬ 
ment by examining the output of that 
society. If you feel that unique mixed 
emotion of amused horror much of the 
time, you're probably a .. . self-amus¬ 
ing personality. 

The self-amusing personality is show¬ 
cased in Paul Lukas’ book Inconspicuous 
Consumption, a collection which brings 
together a number of essays from his zine 
Beer Frame. With ultra-dry wit, and an 
almost heroic attitude about going boldly into 
eccentricity, Lukas lives to purchase and 
sample the strange and unwanted commodi¬ 
ty. Memorably, in one article, he tries canned 
pork brains, even calling the corporation that 
made them to ask if they have recipe sug¬ 
gestions. Lukas has ridden his self-amuzing 
personality (and the zine cannonization wave) 
to not only a book contract, but to product 
review columns in both Fortune and Spin. A 
lurid inquisitiveness about the commercial 
“output" of society is what underlies much of 
zine writing. It’s what drives Lukas to eat pork 
brains, and it drives other zine writers to do a 
whole range of strangely compelling things— 
like research and retell bizarre death scenar¬ 
ios, as John Marr does in Murder Can Be 
Fun; or create a “fun rape game” like Jim 
Goad did in ANSWER Me!, or dress up in 
costumes and hand out free anti-corporate 
zines to the financial district worker drones, 
as the editors of Processed World did in San 
Francisco during the 1980s. 

Chip Rowe, of Chip's Closet Cleaner 
fame, arranges his zine anthology The Book 
of Zines precisely to stimulate the horrified 


amusement centers of the SAP brain. 

Articles are organized into random categories 
like “enlightenment," “hunks,” “parts,” and 
“revolution.” This ecclectic range of topics 
reflects the zine aesthetic of “if you think it, 
it should be written down.” Sometimes this 
i$ a great idea, especially if you're Aaron 
Cometbus (of, what else, Cometbus), and 
have profoundly evocative observations 
about everything from falling in love to hang¬ 
ing out in abandoned buildings. In other 
cases, however, such a practice devolves 
into boring tirades about various fetishized 
objects (like 8-track tapes or vintage clothes) 
which come across as, at best, in-group 
jokes, and, at worst, incoherent ramblings. 
But it’s this attention to the moods and 
mentalities of zines that makes Rowe’s 
anthology more seductive than Friedman’s 
encyclopedic compilation. 

Zine writing is fetishistic writing—it’s all 
about connecting idiosyncratic little desires 
with sweeping statements regarding the (lack 
of) meaning in life. Whether or not a given 
zine works for you all boils down to your taste 
preferences, since zine writing encourages us 
to cultivate “tastes” in things. V/Search’s two 
Zines! books capture the occasionally 
demented spiritedness of zine creators who 
devote their non-working hours to personal 
tastes and specific objects of their desire(s). 
Featuring profiles of everyone from Sean 
Tejaratchi of Crap Hound to Sisi and Dani, 
two of the women behind Housewife Turned 
Assassin and the Revolution Rising collective, 
the Zines! books highlight the range of pas¬ 
sions that go into zine production. Everything 
is relevant in the world of zines, from a mor¬ 
bid interest in clip art, to a burning desire for 
an anti-racist, feminist revolution. The Zines! 
books also explore the way zines are distrib¬ 
uted, focusing on AK Press Distribution, and 
the roots of zines in proletarian novels. What 
I found most disarming about these books 
was their even-handed assertion that zines 
are for everyone, including women and peo¬ 


ple of color. V/Search takes for granted that 
white boy writing is just one part of a larger 
body of multicultural, multigendered work. 
These books are truly thoughtful investiga¬ 
tions of what it means to be a part of the 
zine movement. 

Perhaps because of Factsheet Five's 
role in the canonization of zines, Friedman’s 
Zine Reader just made me wonder whether 
zines haven’t simply duplicated the very 
same problems we associate with con¬ 
sumerism: choice over content, surface over 
depth, entertainment over social change. 

For, you see, the problem with being canon¬ 
ized as Great Art—as something “tasteful”— 
is that you become part of culture with a 
capital C. You’re not able to be amused and 
horrified at cultural products anymore, 
because you’re a player, a producer, a 
responsible party in the manufacture of the 
status quo. While Friedman’s collection is 
interesting and diverse, there’s something 
slightly naive about a book which advertises 
itself as containing “writing from the under¬ 
ground world of zines,” yet doesn’t examine 
its own role in changing zines by bringing 
them above ground. 

I don’t want to overstate my case here. 
Obviously, the people who write zines and put 
out zine books are not politicians and busi¬ 
ness magnates. They’re not polluting the rain 
forests or cutting welfare programs. 
Nevertheless, zine writers are being canon¬ 
ized now because many of them are gaining 
reputations as being the authentic voices and 
opinion-makers for a growing section of soci¬ 
ety. Factsheet Five, organ of the zine world, 
publicizes this in a recent issue featuring a 
set of essays by famous and/or book-con¬ 
tracted zine writers called “The Secret of My 
Success.” While the zine collections from 
Rowe and V/Search grapple with this issue, 
Friedman is strangely and inexplicably silent 
about it, acknowledging zines’ “success” 
without considering what it means. Zines are 
officially “successful” pop culture. Now it’s 







the zines and zinesters themselves that 
might inspire amused horror for SAPs. 

Pagan vs. Lisa: A Case Study 

One way to think through the prob¬ 
lems and benefits of zine canonization is 
to consider the strange cases of Pagan 
Kennedy and Lisa “Suckdog” Carver, two 
women whose up-and-coming careers in 
publishing were jump started by their 
zines, Pagan's Head (AKA Back to Pagan) 
and Rollerderby. Having met with the 
approval of many fans, their zines reached 
a nation-wide audience and were repub¬ 
lished in book form (in Kennedy’s Zine and 
Carver’s Rollerderby, the Book). Both 
authors have also published other pop cul¬ 
ture-style books. In the past few years, 
Kennedy has released Platforms: A 
Microwaved Cultural Chronicle of the 
1970s and Pagan Kennedy's Living (a 
take-off on Martha Stewart’s Living maga¬ 
zine); Carver has released a collection of 
new essays called Dancing Queen: A Lusty 
Look at the American Dream. Both 
authors are not merely writers, but cultural 
icons; their writing is often autobiographi¬ 
cal, and even when it isn’t, their self-per¬ 
formances are crucial to the appeal of 
their work. 

It’s that self-performative shtick that 
marks Kennedy and Carver as true babies 
of the zinester world. They’re taking very 
seriously the “self” part of “self-amusing 
personality.” On nearly every other point, 
however, Kennedy and Carver differ. While 
Carver tells us about herself in twitchy little 
ill-printed blurts about how she shaves her 
pussy and once pissed in her pants, 
Kennedy describes silly LSD romps through 
college dorms, nostalgia for lost penpals, 
and her self-consciousness in front of 
strangers. Pagan offers readers pictures of 
herself “winterized” and a little geeky, acci¬ 
dentally sticking out her tongue as she 
poses in layers of preppie sweaters and a 


wool jacket; Carver offers a portrait of her 
friend posed as if dead, her naked legs 
spread and smeared in blood, an American 
flag dangling from a pole that appears to 
have been stabbed into her vagina. Carver 
has a baby with the “bad reputation boy,” 
underground star Boyd Rice, and Kennedy 
is just looking for a nice guy to date. You 
get the idea. Kennedy is a shy, hip Funny 
Girl nerd who just wants you to like her, 
and Carver is the psycho white trash slut 
next door. 

So, you have your choice between two 
products. Do you want the bookish, friendly 
girl, or the crazed, tit-baring bitch? 

Actually, it’s not such a novel question 
after all. I’ve just posed a 1990s version 
of the age-old query: virgin or whore? 

Which one would you take home? Whose 
book will you read before lights out? It’s 
depressing, really, when you look at it that 
way. In spite of all the amazing work being 
done by creative satirists like Candi 
Strecker, and the righteous feminist anger 
of the riot grrls at Housewife Turned 
Assassin and Fat Girl, it’s the virgin and the 
whore who get all the publicity. 

But there are some hopeful signs too. 
Although Carver wallows in ho-hum stereo¬ 
types of tawdry feminine glitz, and churns 
out half-finished thoughts about how being 
poor is really fun and liberating (huh? must 
be that book contract going to her head), 
Kennedy tries her damnedest to be honest 
about what it means to hit the (small) big 
time and to take control of your identity 
even as it’s being commodified. In Zine, 
Kennedy writes about the peculiar feeling 
of knowing that what she experienced was 
simultaneously her own and part of a zine 
she would be writing and selling later. It’s a 
precarious position to be in, and Kennedy 
explores it with cheerful abandon. Kennedy 
is also helping to generate a new role for 
women coming of age in the late twentieth 
century. Although she may fit the virgin 


stereotype when held up against Carver’s 
clumsy attempts at “rebellion,” in actuality 
she’s offering us a mid-way position 
between virgin and whore. She’s shy but 
sexy, smart but nutty, and clearly not afraid 
to grab the microphone when she wants to 
speak her mind. The idea that intelligent 
women might also be attractive and hip is 
a relatively new one, and Kennedy helps to 
prove that getting cool points for brains 
and humor isn’t just for guys anymore. 

Carver may be fun to look at in a 
Madonna-meets-Wes Craven kind of way, 
but she’s hardly contributing a new voice to 
the range that already exist. Just because 
she can talk about sex and shit without 
shame doesn’t make her smart or amusing 
(or even original). Sadly, Carver remains a 
shrill, directionless rehash of every stereo¬ 
type that’s ever minced its way across a 
Hollywood-ized punk stage. That would be 
forgivable, however, if she had even an 
ounce of self-consciousness about what 
she’s doing—if just once she’d let us know 
that she realizes how pretentious her act 
seems. But she doesn’t, and I’m afraid 
that’s what the marketing types in publish¬ 
ing find so appealing about her. Carver is 
basically an unfunny Jenny McCarthy for the 
cheeseter set. She’s a nympho without 
irony, a slut without a punchline. Kennedy, 
on the other hand, knows just how ridicu¬ 
lous she sounds sometimes, and doesn’t 
hesitate to poke fun at her own self-involve¬ 
ment. Her presentation isn’t as splashy as 
Carver’s, but it’s the kind of steady, 
unswerving self-narration that could have 
the staying power to change the way smart 
outsiders—especially female ones—under¬ 
stand their role in public culture. 

Anti-Capitalism Can Be Fun! 

Another crop of zines shortly to 
become books are more of the Xerocracy 
variety: they’re not so much about person¬ 
al narratives, as they are about the possi- 
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bilities for true democracy, social criticism, 
and political satire in an age of corporate 
media. Zines like The Baffler , and e-zines 
like Bad Subjects and suck.com fall into 
this category. Just as canonization is 
changing the face of literary and personal 
zines, it’s also placing specifically anti-cor¬ 
porate and political zines on rough terrain. 
How can you be anti-corporate when 
you’re fast becoming an entrepreneurial, 
even corporate, project? Suck.com — 
owned by the ultra-slick magazine Wired— 
responds with a biting yet healthy surreal¬ 
ism to the problem, offering barbed com¬ 
mentary on Internet commerce and cultur¬ 
al absurdities in a cut-up, “found graphics” 
format that emulates the best in old-style 
xeroxed zines. Bad Subjects , an anti-capi¬ 
talist, left-wing e-zine which is free in hard¬ 
copy and online, engages directly with 
everyday forms of political and economic 
disturbance, sometimes in prose so diffi- 
j cult it’s almost brain-stopping, and some¬ 
times with the amused horror of a more 
typical anti-corporate zine like Processed 
World or Temp Slave. 

Many zine purists dismiss e-zines as 
some sort of freak accident, a bad step¬ 
sister to truly authentic print zines. But 
with many print zines finding their way 
onto the World Wide Web, and into giant 
publishing houses, it seems inevitable that 
the political zine would find a place in that 
most rarefied of corporate (and anarchic) 
realms, the Internet. Surrounded by ram¬ 
pant social experimentation and hyper¬ 
commercialism online, e-zines seem to me 
an obvious next step for the SAP who con¬ 
sumes cyberculture. What xerox technology 
did for the print zine, pirated, scanned, 
and tweaked graphics do for the e-zine. 
Plus, the pastiche-and-go effect of hotlinks 
to other online sites allows the e-zine to 
connect readers directly with the objects of 
their parody and/or obsession. This certain¬ 
ly appears to be the intent of suck.com’s 


much-admired hotlink method. For alterna¬ 
tive media buffs, there is something deeply 
satisfying about an online zine that looks 
exactly like—indeed sometimes identical 
with—the commerdal culture it’s trying to 
criticize. E-zines offer readers the happy 
illusion that underground zine sensibilities 
could in fact compete with and replace 
conservative, capitalistic ones. 

In spite of their explicitly anti-capitalist 
politics, both The Baffler , and Bad Subjects 
have also been bitten by the book contract 
bug, with anthologies due to be published 
this October and December, respectively. 

Even anti-capitalist zines have to confront 
the basic contradictions involved in canon¬ 
ization: to be heard by more than a few peo¬ 
ple, you have to sell yourself just a little bit. 

Ultimately, however, the question 
posed to zinesters going mainstream should 
not be “How much did you sell out?” but 
“Why do you want to be heard?” The point 
is to not just to observe the world, as a 
famous philosopher once said, but to 
change it. Some zines might help to change 
the world. Some will merely regurgitate it. 

• • • 

I have to end on a cheesy note, for 
aftpr all, anti-capitalism can be fun. Like a 
true zinester, I’ve secretly (or not-so-secretly, 
depending on how much you know about 
me) been touting the virtues of my own zine, 
Bad Subjects, which I co-founded in 1992. 

In the proud tradition of the Great Literary 
Movement that I now call my own, I’ve 
engaged in a little self-aggrandizement for 
my own amusement. But I’ve also done it to 
offer one example of how each of us must 
try to explain where we stand in the vast 
contradictory space between the under¬ 
ground and the status quo. Do we speak out 
publicly, hoping to be picked up on the com¬ 
mercial frequencies, broadcasting our appre¬ 
hensions and hopes to as much of the 
nation (or planet) as possible? Or do we 
send covert newsletters to our friends, trying 


to form a small, quiet community of like- 
minded individuals? I think, both gestures 
are noble—the private and the public zine 
are worthy of our attention. A more impor¬ 
tant distinction to interrogate is whether a 
zine is trying to promote a radical and demo¬ 
cratic connectedness between its readers, or 
just trying to cop a cool attitude. The writers 
and thinkers I respect are ones who, in spite 
of everything their culture tells them to do, 
have the guts to entertain and persuade us 
into rethinking how we lead our daily lives. If 
a zine reminds you that you live in a com¬ 
munity of equals, if it helps you to laugh at 
death, if it points out why working for profit 
is a dreadful waste of time, then, I believe, 
the zine has done its work. Anything else is 
just words sold by the page. ® 
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Make Money. 


Interviews 

$ 20-60 


Articles 

$ 30-80 


Fiction, DIY Etc. 

$ 15-30 


Hey everyone, Punk Planet wants you to become a writer for us. We want you so 
badly, we’re willing to pay for it. Yep, you read that correctly. PUNK PLANET PAYS. 

What does that mean for you? Two things. One, it means that you’re going to have 
a higher-caliber publication bleeding out onto your sweaty palms. It also means that 
if you’ve got the stuff, you could be making some dough. So what do you need to 
do? First off, send us some writing samples, as well as a list of the type of thing you’d 
be interested in writing about—what types of bands you’d like to interview, subjects 
of articles you’d like to write, that sort of stuff. Include your name & phone number 
and if we think you’ve got what it takes, we’ll let you know! 

Mail your samples to us at: Punk Planet attn: writing samples P0 Box 464 Chicago IL 60690 
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The Unseen World 


The Unheard Music 

Chrissie Piper 

PA Kane Publshing, no page numbers, 
$14.95. 


almost by definition—are removed, beautiful 
creations beamed from a planet that I can 
visit, but never truly occupy. But there, inside 
this art book, beautifully placed on the center 
of a white page are my friends. I see people 
I’ve bared my soul to; people I’ve explored 
strange towns with; people that have played 
music that made me dance; people that have 
played music that made me cry. Needless to 
say, it’s a feeling I don’t have often when leaf¬ 
ing through an art books. 

Piper’s The Unheard Music may be the punk 
rock’s first real foray into the art book medi¬ 
um. Sure, there are a few books like Piper's: 
Glen Friedman’s Fuck You Heros and Fuck You 
Heros Too , as well as Cynthia Connolly’s 
Banned From DC are both books that docu- 




aging through Chrissy Piper’s 
The Unheard Music, I’m hit 
with the shock of recognition. 
It’s a feeling reserved usually 
for fanzines, where I expect to 
see people I know represent¬ 
ed within. But The Unheard 
Music is anything but a 
fanzine: It’s a book, and an 
art book at that. Art books— 


by Daniel Sinker 

ment the punk scene photographically. But I 
wouldn’t classify either as an “art book” sim¬ 
ply because both of them operate historically, 
released years after the fact and documenting 
scenes that have been instead of are. It's this 
change in time frame that is one of the more 
surprising things about The Unheard Music. 
This is definitely not a history lesson. You can 
still see many of the bands depicted within 
the pages of the book on stages, in base¬ 
ments and at fests across the country right 
now. Piper’s book documents what's happen¬ 
ing now instead of being wrapped in the com¬ 
forting blanket of history. By presenting current 
subjects in such a format, Piper lends an air 
of importance and romance to the under¬ 
ground bands that exist today. Rock photogra¬ 
phy—of the traditional or punk variety—is an 
art form that usually has a shelf life of 10-20 
years before the photographs see the sort of 
treatment Piper’s photos receive. 

And what a treatment it is. Piper and her pub¬ 
lisher, Paul Krane (owner of Denver’s Double 
Entenre record shop) deserve praise for doing 
such a wonderful job. They’ve singlehandedly 
created the worlds first DIY art book. The 
book’s design is exquisite, allowing each pho- 


















tograph its own page, coupled with a facing 
page that's almost completely blank save 
for the photo caption. It’s a presentation 
that gives the photos room to breathe, and 
ads a certain amount of weight to the 
images—adding to the air of importance 
that this book gives off. 

Unfortunately, not all the images deserve 
such treatment. While Piper is a great pho¬ 
tographer, much of what’s in this book is 
not. Most of her live shots are dull and life¬ 
less due to the fact that all too often she 
opts for the standard rock shot, instead of 
trying to find a photo that really embodies 
the band she’s depicting. Which is too bad, 
because when she does find those shots, 
the photos are stunning. Piper’s shots of 
Fugazi, with their frenetic motion, embody 
what Fugazi sounds like in the same way 
that her shot of Joan Of Arc’s feet embody 
that band. The closing photo of the book, 
Palace’s stage filled only with their instru¬ 
ments, is simply the best photograph I’ve 
ever seen of this shy band. When Piper’s on, 
she’s on, that’s for sure. 

Piper is most on, however, when she strays 
from the stage and into portraiture. Piper’s 
portraits of scenesters are where she excels. 
Each portrait perfectly expresses the person¬ 
ality of the person she’s shooting. From the 
playfulness of her shots of the Promise 
Ring, to her contemplative shot of Eric 
Boheme of ATR fanzine, to a group shot of 


Strife that is little more than a bonfire on a 
beach, Piper’s true calling shines through. 
Piper proves that portraits can be just as 
compelling as standard rock shots—if not 
much more so. I hope Piper’s next book 
features even more portraits and even less 
stage antics. Piper’s portraiture is so good 
that after looking at her work displayed 
here, my wish list now includes getting Piper 
to shoot portraits for Punk Planet. 

The one major failing of The Unheard Music 
isn’t really Piper’s fault at all. It’s a foiling of 
the scene that she has chosen to photograph. 
Sticking closely to the emo/hardcore scene of 
the last six years means that Piper’s book is 
almost devoid of girls. Boys abound on every 
page, as zinesters, scenesters and in bands, 
but girls are regulated to the sidelines, the 
subject of only four of Piper’s 77 photos. It’s 
especially sad when you realize that the time 
frame that Piper is pulling from saw great 
strides made by girls in punk. The emo scene 
prides itself in political awareness and gender 
sensitivity, but Piper’s book proves—literally in 
black and white—that very little has changed 
from the boys-club hardcore scene of the 
eighties that emo grew out of. 

Despite its shortcomings, The Unheard Music 
is an important book, as it serves to docu¬ 
ment a scene that is still unfolding. Piper’s 
talent is impressive and will only mature with 
time. One can only hope the scene she’s cho¬ 
sen to document will do the same. ® 
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japanese all girl panku band 

presented by 
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greatest alt-girl bands! 



10.14 Tacoma WA The Central 
10.15 Seattle WA SitASpin 
10.18 Portland OR 
10.17 Portland OR Suburbia 
10.18 Eugene OR 
10.19 Portland OR Music Millenium 
KBOO 90.7 Live Broadcast 11pm 
10.20 Redding CA 
10.21 Sonora CA Borderline 
10.22 San Francisco CA Boomerang 
10.23 Palo Alto CA 
10.24 Los Angeles CA Al's Bar 
10.25 San Diego CA The Casbah 
10.26 Los Angeles CA Garage 
10.27 Las Vegas NV Wet Stop 
10.28 tba 

10.29 Las Cruces NM NMBU 
10.30 tba 
10.31 Austin TX Emo’a 
1L01 Houston TX Brno's 
1L02 New Orleans LA Mermaid Lounge 
11.03 Pensacola FL Sluggos 
11.04 Tallahassee FL Cowans 
1L06 Athens GA 
11.06 Atlanta GA Dottles 
11*07 Charlotte NC Milestone 
11.08 Chapel Hill NC 
11.08 Charlottesville VA Tokyo Rose 
11.10 Richmond VA Moondance 
1L11 Baltimore MD 


11.12 Philidelphia PA Upstairs at Nicks 
11.13 Washington DC Black Cat 


11.14 New York NY CBGB's 
11.15 Boston MA 
11*16 Hoboken NJ Maxwells 
1L17 Buffalo NY Mohawk 
11.18 Cleveland OH 
1L19 Columbus OH Bernies 
11.20 Chicago IL Fireside Bowl 
1121 Madison WI O'Cayee 
11-22 Chicago IL Empty Bottle 
1123 tba 

1L24 St. Lou is High Pointo 
1125 Lawrence KA 
11.26 Kansas City MO Hurricane 
11.27 thanksgiving,tba 
1128 Little Bock AR Vinos 

11.29 Dallas TX Orbit Room 

11.30 Anstin TX Stubbs BBQ 
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All issues before PP15 are all black & white 


PM I don't know where we got copies of of this, but when we moved the office, we found 
a stack of 'em lying around. Interviews with Epitaph records. Allied records, and a punk liv¬ 
ing with AIDS. Article on problems at the ABC No RIO. Ugly as hell. This is as old school as 
you can get 80 pgs. 

PP5 interviews with Bikini Kill, Huggy Bear, and the Queers. An article on the MC5. Plus 
all the fun that you've come to expect from Punk Planet: columns, reviews, DIY & MORE!!! 
80 pgs. 

PP7 the one year anniversary issue. Interviews with Man or Astroman, Kerosene 454, & 
Rudy Vanderlans. An article on the NEA & an article on Pirate Video. Columns, reviews, & 
more more more!! 96 pgs 

PP8 interviews with Red Aunts, Aus Rotten, Fabric, and The Smears. The controversial arti¬ 
cle on Punk Publishing. Plus comic, columns, DIY, and much much much more. 104 pgs. 

PP10 Interviews with Weston, Chisel, and Braid. An article on Spoken Word and 
another on Bob Dole. DIY files on how to buy a guitar. Plus fiction, columns, reviews, 
and everything else you love! Also, it looks really really good. 112 pgs 

PP11 Interviews with Texas is the Reason, Naked Aggression, John Cougar 
Concentration Camp, and Christie Front Drive. Article on Community based money. Part 
2 of the how to buy a guitar DIY file. Plus fiction, columns, and everything else you love 
love love! 104 pgs 

PP12 Interviews with Cub, Squirtgun, and Aaron Cometbus. Articles on UFOs, Punk 
Film, and The Telecommunications Act. DIY on how to get ready for a tour. Plus fiction, 
columns, and everything else you love love love! 104 pgs 

PP13 Interviews with Adrian Tomine, Lifetime, Jon Moritsugu, and Sinkhole. An 
incredible article about voting in the US. DIY on how to change car oil. Plus fiction, 
columns, and everything else you want like you want me! 112 pgs 

PPM Interviews with Research's V. Vale, Delta 72, Promise Ring, The Strike, and 
Factsheet 5's R. Seth Friedman. Fascinating article about punk & multinational capi¬ 
talism. DIY on buying a van. Recepies, reviews, columns and all that other stuff you 
love! 120pgs 


PPI5 Some people are calling this the "political" issue, which totally discounts all 
the other political articles we've printed. However, this issue does have politics in 
spades, as it features 20 pages (in three color!) on the Democratic & Republican con¬ 
ventions. It also has interviews with Sarah Dyer from Action Girl Comics, Rhythm 
Collision, Chamberlain, and cheesecake as well as DIY, columns, and all that other stuff 
you can't get enough of! 120 pgs 

PP16 Interviews with Sarah Jacobson (who as a result of this interview now writes 
our underground film review section). Damnation AD, The Dismemberment Plan, and 
Pat West of Change Zine. A fantastic article on Culture Jamming, as well as an article 
about the 1996-97 NBA season (yowza is right). The DIY files is a massive artilce 
about distributing your zine. Plus, the PP staff picks the best releases of 1996. Guess 
what? There's all the other stuff you like about PP in here! 120 pgs 

PP17 If you don't already have this issue, you should. This issue features "All Punk 
Cons" the best critique of modem punk ever put to paper; before you go screaming 
about 'sellouts', make sure you've read the article. Interviews with The Descendents, 
Dan 0 Mahoney, Snapcase, Rye Coalition, and Pain. An article on living with the pos- 
siblity of breast cancer. DIY on scanning, and of course much much much more. 136 

pgs. 

PPM Our biggest issue ever. PP19 explores the link between punk rock and heroin 
with 4 articles dedicated to discussing the drug's appeal to the punk community and 
the repercussions of that appeal. This ain't no simple "just say no" critique either.- we 
know why you do H. But we also know why you need to stop. In addition to all that 
fun, there's interviews with The Softies, Troubleman Unlimited, Dillinger 4, Lookout 
Records and more. Articles on the battle between Alternative Tentacles and the 
Philadephia PD, The Who's Emma Collective, and more. There is so much in this issue 
we can't even list it all. 168 pgs. 

PP20 Everything you've ever wanted to know about Black Flag but were afraid to ask. 
Almost all the members of BF finally speak about being in the band, being out of the 
band, and all points in between. In addition, we've got interviews with Citizen Fish, 
Elliot Smith, Sweetbelly Freakdown, Jejune, Mordam Records, & Lumberjack 
Distribution. Articles on the McLibel trial, the Southern Baptists' boycott of Disney, and 
the rebirth of the American labor movement at Action '97 in Detroit. You know there's 
more in here. You know you want it. You know we love you Ice. 160 pgs. 



back issues are available for $2.00 each 

Punk Planet PO Box 464 
Chicago IL 60690 

some issues may sell out. list alternates when ordering. 
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